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Buffalo Bill's Buckskin Band; 


OR, 


FORCING THE REDSKINS TO THE WALL. 





By the author of “BUFFALO BILL.” 


CHAPTER Tf. 
A FRONTIER FIGHT. 


It was a thrilling scene—a pitched battle between red- 
skins and whites. 

On one side was a swarm of over five hundred redskins, 
mounted on their wiry ponies, led by a dozen chiefs, each 
of whom could be distinguished by his feathered head- 
dress. On the other side were a company of cavalry and 
a small band of scouts, under the command of Buffalo 
Bill. | 

The Sioux had taken the warpath two weeks before, 
under the lead of a white woman—their renegade queen. 
She had a wonderful power over the Indians, as her hus- 
band, a renegade and-outlaw, who had been killed by Buf- 
falo Bill, had been recognized as a great chief among 
them. 

She had vowed to kill the scout, to avenge her hus- 
band’s death, and once before had led an uprising of the 
Sioux for that purpose. 

' They had been defeated, however, and for two months 
aiter she had remained in hiding among her red follow- 


ers, doing her best to get together a number of chiefs, 


had ever been done to prove that this ‘was so. 
‘brave and capable officer, however, and he managed the 


fi 


who should unite their forces to crush the whites, capture 
Fort Fairview, then the farthest west of all the frontier 
posts,.-and massacre those who were stationed there, in- 
cluding the particular object of her hatred, Buffalo Bill, 
the chief of scouts at the fort. 

She was a woman of wonderful nerve and ability, and 
she soon started on the warpath, followed by the bands of 
such noted chiefs as White Cloud, Snow Face are Pan- 


ther Eye. 


The scouts had brought in word to Fort Fairview that 
this army of bloodthirsty Sioux was on the warpath, and 
Colonel ‘Cassidy, the commander ‘there, had immediately 


sent out an expedition against them, under command of 


Captain Fred Forrester and Captain Tabor, two of his 
officers. Captain Forrester, “who, as senior, had com- 


mand of the expedition, was a man who had long been 


under a cloud, as he had been suspected of being in league 
with a band of outlaws in the vicinity, although notaing. 
He was a> 


expedition against the Sioux in a masterly fashion. 
He met the invading redskins at a considerable dis -anee 


‘S 


‘ 


2 
from the fort, taking them unawares, and arranging his 


force so as to: give the impression that his men, were num- 
bered by the thousand instead of by the hundred. 


‘The engagement that followed was short and sharp. 
The Indians pressed forward on their ponies in a mad 


charge. 


They were met by a volley ad shattered their ranks. 

Another crashing volley from the carbines and a sharp 
fire from the rifles of the scouts, who, under command of 
Buffalo Bill, had managed to outflank them, and the 


Indians turned and fled. 
The renegade queen, thinking her force was outnum- 


bered, ordered a general retreat, hoping to draw the 


whites into an ambush, and gave White Cloud command 


of the rear guard. | 

Captain Forrester sent a small portion. of his men to 
pursue the Indians, in order to give the renegade queen 
the idea that she was being pursued, and in the meantime 
drew the main body of his force back a little, and started 
them to work meus up intrenchments and digging 
rifle pits. 7 


He also sent Roy Rockland, a recent wddhiion to the 


band of Buffalo Bill’s scouts, back to the fort, a day’s 


journey, for reinforcements. 

Rockland had formerly been a highwayman, operating 
on the various stage lines, and having for his only com- 
panion a gigantic Chinaman, who acted as his servant, 
and appeared devoted to him. 

Once before Rockland had come to the rescue of Fort 


Fairview soldiers when attacked by redskins, and had 


brought. them help, paving two compas from destruc- 
tion. 


his command as a scout, and Roy Rockland, being eager 


to reform and ee up his. outlaw life, gladly Hepes the. 


offer. 


- While he was spurring on toward the fort, Buifalo Bill, 7 
Frank Powell, Texas Jack and the other scouts were- 


pressing the rear guard of the Indians hard, to keep up 
the bluff that they wete the advance guard ofa large 
force. 


~ They were so insets in three attacks that Chief 
White Cloud was wounded and captured, and his follow- 


ers fled in confusion, without attempting a rescue. He 
was taken back to the fortified camp which sana For- 
rester was constructing. 

After the departure of Roy Rockland sc the camp on 
the ridge, Fred Forrester felt relieved, for he had placed 
his hope of aid in the hands of a man who, he did not 


doubt, would soon do his part of the work to bring help 


to him. 


ft was well enovgh to have the redskins retreating, des 


For. this service, Buffalo Bill offered to take hin i 


THE BUFFALO BILL STORIES. 


that gave him a chance to recuperate his force, and also to 
fortify. ee | 

But Fred Forrester was too good an Indian fighter not 
to know that the redskins would soon discover that they 
had been decei¥ed in the moment of trouble, and that 
what they had believed was another force was simply a 
clever ruse and make-believe show of rescue. 


This would infuriate them the more, and they would 
determine to overwhelm the force which they had ‘so 
nearly had.at their mercy in the morning. | | 

Knowing this, Fred Forrester had told Captain Tabor, 
who, with Buffalo Bill, was in command of, the party sent 
in pursuit, not to push them close, and to be ready to re- 
treat at a moment’s notice. 

Nor was he to let his men scatter to any great distance, 
if the Indians halted to give battle, or to force him to 
show his strength, he was to return at once, -and leave 


. Buffalo Bill and his scouts to watch their movements. 


_ Captain Forrester was delighted at the chance he had to 
fortify, and kept every man hard at work felling trees, 
throwing up dirt and building a hastily-constructed pro- 


tection for. the wounded, and the horses, tf he was forced 


to bring them into his little fort. _ 

Fortunately, his position ‘was at the very head of a 
brook, where a dozen springs gave forth clear and cool 
water, and this was a good thing for the wounded. 

Surgeon Powell made his hospital in a secluded spot, 
and his patients-were cared for skillfully and thoroughly, 
after which he left his soldier assistant in. oa and 
sought to aid Captain Forrester. 

The White Cloud’s. wounds had been cared for as ‘ten- 
derly.as though he had been the brother of the surgeon, 
and the chief had rallied and returned to consciousness, 
though he was very weak. | 

He recognized the miretor scout, and said, in a ow 
tone: 

“The White Cloud sees iis white brother —why does 
he not kill me?” | 

“Tt is not my style, White Cloud, ” replied the surgeon, 
in perfect: Sioux. » 

“You were found nednded by. my ‘peoult: ete brought 
here, and | have cared for you, as it was my duty. to do, 
even if I did not owe you my life, for I have not forgotten 
that you saved my life once when I sought your people to 
urge them to bury the tomahawk, and they would have 
killed me. | 

“The White Cloud must remain Phere. and be at, or 
he will die of his wounds.” 

“And my people?” 

“Have retreated, with their renegade queen.” | 

‘The chief nodded, and the surgeon scout gave him a 


_ sleeping potion, and walked away. 


When he joined Captain Forrester, it was just‘as Rock- 
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land was departing, and soon after the young officer 
showed the surgeon all that he had done to fortify. 

“It is just like you, Fred; and, if they do turn on us, 
which I am sure they will do, we can stand them off for 
two or three days, at least. 

“Did you send for any stated number of troops ?” 

“No; I put the situation as it was, with my reduced 
force, and the strength of the Sioux, with perhaps an- 
other column of them yet to hear from, so left it to the 
colonel to send what he deems best; and, as he may regret 
not letting me have more, he will doubtless send sdyeral 
hundred now, with Major Denton, or Major Merton, to 
command them.” 


“I'll bet a horse he does not relieve you, and I would 
feel he had wronged you if he had.” 

“You mean by sending. a ganlyne officer ?” 

“Certainly.” okey . 

“Well, he maynot; but I wrote him not to consider me 
in the matter.” 

“Just your way, old fellow; but yonder comes Cody.” 

It was growing dark, but both officers suddenly beheld 
the,chief of scouts dash out of the timber and come rap- 
idly on toward the fort. 

As he rode into the inclosure, he called out: 

“I got a nip in the arm, Frank, and, as it bleeds freely, 
Captain Tabor sent me back as courier, for he wished to 
report, Captain Forrester, that the Sioux had halted to 
make a stand, evidently discovering his weakness, and 


that he will retreat rapidly after dark, leaving Texas Jack. 


and two others of my men to watch the redskins.” 

“It is what I expected, Bill; but we will be ready for 
the redskins when they return, and our messenger has al- 
ready Bune to the fort with a letter asking for reinforce- 
ments.” 

“But you did catch it, did you not?” 

And Captain Forrester glanced anxiously at the wound 
on the scout’s arm, which the surgeon was already exam- 
ining. 

“You were in close quarters, Bill, for this is a knife 
thrust,”’ said Frank Powell. 

“Ves: I ran in on several of them, and Chiet Panther 
Eye gave me this reminder.” 

“And Panther Eye?” laconically asked Fred Forrester. 

“Has struck the trail for the happy hunting-grounds.” 

“T don’t often take a scalp, but his hangs to my saddle, 
yonder. 

“How about it, Frank?” 

“Tt is not serious, though the point of the knife touched 
the bone. 

* “Keep your arm in a sling for a few days, and keep in 
camp, for Jack can see to the Sioux movements, and I can 
help him.” : 


“No; you don’t leave camp, Powell, for you are too val- 
uable just now as a surgeon to turn you into a scout. 

“Jack can do Cody’s outside work, and he can help me 
here,’ responded Captain Forrester, and, the wounded 
arm having been dressed, the three friends sat down to 
supper just as the shadows of night fell upon the scene. 





CHAPTER II. 
TENDERFOOT TOM WRITES A LETTER. | 

“By the way, Bill, in the excitement of the day I forgotiy 
to tell you that I had a letter for you,” said Captain For- 
rester, as the two sat smoking together after supper, while 
Surgeon Powell had returried to look ater his wounded : 
men. 

“A letter for me, captain?” asked the scout, with some 
surprise, and he held forth his hand for the letter, which - 
the officer took from his pocket, with the remark: 

“Ves; it came some days ago to the fort, brought by 
Rainbow Rob, ine See driver, and the colonel asked me 
to hand it to you.” | 


Buffalo Bill took the letter, and laughed. 

It was folded in the shape of a cocked hat, and sealed 
with flour paste, while the address it bore was in a very 
remarkable style of writing, and as follows: 

“Fer 
“BUFLerR Brut, 
“Cheef o’ Skouts / 
. Risk ts “At Fort Farvu. 
“By ther kind hand o’ i 
~“Rarnbow Ros.” 

Buffalo Bill smiled as he read the odd address, and, 
tearing open the missive, read the contents. 

It was guiltless of address or date, but Buffalo Bill 
knew that it was from Tenderfoot Tom, a stableman at: 
one of the relay stations, who was doing a little private: 
detective work for Buffalo Bill. He had formerly been 
in league with a band of outlaws, who were holding up 
stations, and Buffalo Bill, learning this, gave him the al-. 
ternative of being hung as an outlaw or going into his 
employ to watch for outlaws and report their movements. 
when the scout was away on other business. 

Buffalo Bill knew that the fellow had some ad in 
him, and when Tenderfoot Tom was given a chance to 
become honest and dodge the hangman’s noose, he 
grasped it eagerly. 

His letter told that there had been andiees holds on. 
the stage line to Pocket City, a little mining village situ- 
ated near Fort Fairview. 

Contrary to the expectation of Fred Forrester, ibe saw 
the scout frown after he had read this remarkable letter, 


‘Buffalo Bill made no comment upon it, but said, quietly: 


“I hope we will get reinforcements, so as to give these 


es 
. 
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Sioux a severe thrashing, for I must go to Gold Pocket 
City as soon as I can get away.” 

Ere comment could be made by Captain Forrester, the 
sound of hoofs was heard coming through the darkness, 
followed by a sharp challenge from the sentinel. 

“Tabor and men of the —th Cavalry!’ came the re- 
sponse, and, a moment after, that officer came up to the 
quarters of Fred Forrester, with the remark: 

_“T regret to report, Captain Forrester, that the redskins 
discovered that they had been deceived, and are return- 
ing.” 

“We will give them a warm welcome; but sit down, 
Tabor, and have some supper,” was the calm response of 
Fred Forrester, whom no peril could’ disconcert. 





CHAPTER Ii. 
| DEVIL DICK VISITS GOLD POCKET CITY. 


There was a man who visited Gold Pocket City now 

- and then, who was known to be a character so desperate 

that the bravest men shunned him, and cared not to face 
him, even with odds. 

He went by the name of Devil Dick, and his brute 
strength was known to be marvelous, while he was quick 

-as a panther in his movements, though a very large man. 

Whenever he came to Gold Pocket, he left one or more 
newly made graves as a souvenir of his visit, and such 
was the reputation he had along the entire line of mines. 

If he had ever met his match, the fact was unknown, 
but. that he had been in some desperate encounters, many 
could take oath on, 

Indeed, his personal appearance indicated this, for there 
was a deep scar along his left cheek, which extended to 
the back of his neck, and one nostril of his nose had a slit 
in it, while a round hole in his right ear indicated that a 
bullet had cut through there. | 

A slice had also been taken off of his chin, and across 
his throat was a gash, as if he had at some time very 
nearly had it cut from ear to ear. © 

On his forehead was another scar, left by a bullet, and 
two fingers of his left hand were missing. 

What scars he had on his body and limbs no one knew, 
but he said that he had been shot and slashed some forty 
times, and, if his face was a criterion for the rest of his 
frame, there was no reason for doubting his word. 

Devil Dick’s hair was red, and he went clean-shaven, 

_ as though proud of the scars his face could show. 

His neck was short and thick, his shoulders herculean, 
and his arms long, and knotted with muscles. 

He stood firm on his feet, which, like his hands, were 
enormous, and his form was clad in a red woolen shirt, 
black pants, and a sombrero; the brim of which hung 
down around his neck, but was pinned up in tront with 


a miniature representation of Mephisto in coral, thus ad- 
vertising his name of Devil Dick. 


The man was an itinerant gambler, roaming from camp 
to camp, and making the rounds every two months. 


People did not dare refuse to play with him if invited, 

or to win if they did, so he was always in funds, and gold 
seemed to be his god. 
. What he did with his money no one knew, but he had 
been heard to say that he intended to win enough gold to 
make up for his evil looks, and could then go East and 
marry a girl he had always loved. 

One fellow had foolishly asked him, one night over a 
game of cards: 

“But does she love you, Dick?” 

“Why?” 

“Well, I wondered if she could, if,.as you say, she is a 
beautiful girl.” 

“I shall ask her to love me, and marry me, and, if she 
refuses, I will do with her just what I intend to do with 
you for insulting me.” 

“What is that ?” 

“Kill you,” and he shot the man dead where he sat, 
threw his body one side, and continued his game. 

He never rode horseback, always went on foot, wearing 
moccasins, and carrying a knapsack and a pair of blankets 
strapped. upon his back. 

These he never went without, and he was always ready 
for a tramp, carrying his worldly belongings with him. 

If he had any friendships, no one knew whom it was 


he honored with his preference, unless it was Bravo Ben, 
-a tough citizen in Gold Pocket, who had once saved him 


from a band of Vigilantes who were on his track to hang 
him for killing a woman in one of the camps who had 
jeered him. 
_ And this was the character who walked into Gold 
Pocket one afternoon, and halted as he heard his name 
called from a cabin, one of the first ones in. the settle- 
ment. 

“Hello, Ben. It’s you, is it? 

“Come on up to the Roost with me,” called back Devil 
Dick from the trail, where he halted, staff in hand. 

“No, pard; I are used up, so come by an’ see me.” 

Devil Dick at once ascended: to the cabin, and found 
Bravo Ben there alone, his two arms in slings. 

“Hello! Been tackling a grizzly, Bravo, and got 
chewed up a bit?” 

“Yes, a she tiger, and a bad one. 

“It were a woman did this,” said Bravo Ben, savagely. 

Devil Dick laughed, a hoarse, unpleasant, mocking 
laugh. 

“You may grin, but it are so.” 

“A woman ?” 

"Yaa. 
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“A man in a woman’s outfit ?” 

“No; a mere gal.” 

The deuce!” 

*“’Thet’s what she arc.” 

“In Gold. Pocket ?” 

hans. 

“Where is she?” 

“At Gambler Gaul’s cabin, at the Roost.” 

“T heard Gambler Gaul had been hanged.” 

“So he was, for he turned out to be Captain Brim- 
stone.” 

“They had it that way in the lower camps; but how was 
it, for you know I have not been round to Gold Pocket for 
some time?” 

“Oh, he jist played two games, thet o’ Gambler Gaul 


and Brimstone, and Buf'ler Bill took his trail, played ther 


deserter sergeant, and roped him in.” 

“Swung him up?” 

“No; he died o’ bullet fever.” 

“Buffalo Bill is a dandy.” 

“He are, and maybe some day he'll ‘tackle you.” 

“Maybe he will; but I’ll be there, Ben. 

“Now, to your having been carved up this way. 

“Who is she?” 

“She calls herself ther leddy*sport.” 

“Ah! Gambler?’ 

was. 

“Any other name?” 

“Yas, Bowie-Knife Bessie.” 

“T see; and she uses a knife?” 

“Don’t you see she does? 

“Look at mé.”’ 

“Yes; and now where is she?” | 

“Up at ther Roost, as I said, and the new landlord is 
dead gone on her, all ther boys think she’s an angel, and 
she’s jist got Gold Pocket as she wants it.” 

“TI must make her acquaintance, for I gamble a little 
myself,” and the desperado laughed, in a quiet, threaten- 
ing way, while Bravo Ben said, in a low, earnest tone: 

“T has a favor to ask o’ you, Devil Dick.” | 

“Granted,” was the ready reply, and the face of Bravo 
Ben grew malignant with hatred at the quick reply of the 
desperado whom all so greatly feared. 





CHAPTER IV. 
DEVIL DICK TAKES A CONTRACT. 


“Pard, it are just what I wants yer ter do, ter meet her, 
fer I has done so,” said Bravo Ben, wincing with: pain, 
physically, and also at the remembrance of the meeting. 

“So I see,” 
whatever his other faults, did not affect the dialect of the 
border when he knew how to speak differently. 


was the dry rejoinder of Devil Dick, who, 


Then he added: | 
“But the favor you wished to ask of me, Ben?” 
“T has a call on yer, hasn’t I?” 
“You have, for I owe you my life.” 
“Waal, I wants ter hev yer cancel ther debt.” 
“T’ll do it, if you will only tell me how.” 
“Does yer want any dust?” 
“T always want gold.” 
“Yer'll git it, fer I'll pay yer well fer thee work T wants 
yer ter do.” 
“See here, Ben,” 
tened. 
“You wish me to do you a favor?” 
“T does.” | 
“You reminded me that I owed it to you ?” 
“Yas, yer does,” 
“T told you once that whenever I could ee you a good 
turn I would.” | 
‘“That’s what yer said.” | 
“Well, what in thunder do you talk about. money to me 
for? 3 | 


and the eyes of the desperado glis- 


“T want gold, yes, ed I'll always get it, in whatever 
manner suits me, for gold I am bound to have; but, if you 


‘hint about paying me, I’ll break every bone in your body, 


and thus do you a favor by preventing the hangman from 
taking you out of life.” | 

Bravo Ben was positively frightened, for the face of 
the desperado was livid, and his eyes were wicked and 
menacing in the extreme. 

“All right, pard; but I wanted yer ter git some gold as 
well as settle up ther old debt yer owes me fer yer life,” 

“Tf it’s a case of divide, yes; but, if it is to have you 
pay me, no. gel Bi . ne 

“Now, what is it you wish done?” i 

“Did you ever kill a woman?” | 

The question came so pat, it was so unexpected, that 


the desperado started, as.though he had been shot at. 


And, more, his face changed color rapidly, and his fea- 
tures moved. | 

“What’s the matter, Dick P” 

Instantly the man became calm. 

He certainly had command over himself to a wonderful 
degree. 

Then he remarked, i ina careless tone: 

“You ask me if I have ever killed a woman?” — 

“That’s what I asked yer.” 

“T have.” x weak 

“Ther deuce! Then, yer won’t) be squeamish ey 
killing another ?” a iy : 

“T told you that when ti went East, with plenty of gold 
to give one woman all that she could covet in the world, 
and she refused to marry me, if my gold would not be a 


\ ites 
ae i 


6 


: 


. “Now, if ther boy goes under,’ said Ben, 


balm for my hideous looks and warped nature, then I 


meant to kill her. 


“Tf I could kill her, whom I love, why, then, I can kill 
any other woman without a pang of remorse. 

“Do you understand?” 

dh OP a 

“Now, what is it that you want done?” 

“T wants a woman killed.” | 

“The one who wounded you?” 

vas,” 

“Tell me of her, and atin your affair with her.” 

This Bravo Ben did, making it all out in his favor. 


The woman, Bowie-Knife Bessie, the lady sport, young, 


dashing and handsome, had come to Pocket City from 
no one knew where, and seemed to be there to stay. 


She had interfered when Bravo Ben had threatened to 
kill a tenderfoot known as the Jersey Kid if he did not tell 
him the whereabouts of a mine he had discovered. 


He had laughed at the woman when she commanded 


‘him to leave the boy alone, and, to the surprise of every 


one, the woman had drawn a pistol and fired, wounding 
Bravo Ben in both his arms, thus making him powerless 
to draw a weapon. | 

“and ther 
woman, too, you and me gits his find, and you has ther 
pleasure o’ paying ther debt o’ deep gratitude you owes 


39 


me. 
“There you go again, Ben, about my debt of life to 


you ; but all right; it is your nature, and there’s an es 


saying that you cannot make a silk purse out of a sow’s 
ear. | 
“I was born.a gentleman, Ben, strange as it may seem 


to you, but I went wrong, and when I shot.at a man who 


insulted me I killed his mother—by accident, it is true, but 
_it was a woman’s life, all the same. 


“Well, I loved a little girl, who never knew me as I was 


in my evil life, and I had to leave her, for no one was 


aware that I was the murderer, but all wouid have been 
proven had I remained. | 
“T came West to hunt gold, for I was poor, and I’ve got 


it, too.” 


“Whar’, pard?” 
“That is none of your darned business; but I’ve got it, 
and I got this, and this, and others in my hunt for it.” 


~~ And he touched, almost savagely, the scars on his face 
and hands. 


“Now, tell me what you wish done, and I'll do it.” 
The man had spoken in a low, earnest tone, and he 
seemed to be deeply moved the while, but once more was 


- himself again, as he now turned to Bravo Ben. 


“Well, go up to Poker Hall ter-night, and git in with 
thet woman, 
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“You kin raise a row with some man, an’ in ther fuss 
jist let her have it. 

“As fer ther boy, we kin settle him arterward, onless 
yer sees yer chance ter throw a bullet inter him, too. 

“Does yer onderstand, Devil Dick ?” | 

“1 do, and 1’ll be off, for | wish to get to the Roost for 
SEDPSE ey 

“I has a pard I eats with over yonder, as I can’t Eo 
nothin’, and you is welcome.” 

“No; I accept no man’s hospitality, but pay for all I get. 

“T'll let you hear from me again when I have paid the 
life debt I owe you.” 

“Yer hain’t mad, Pard Dick ?” 

oY eS 4 I have been mad ten years; good-by,” and the 
desperado walked away from the cabin, and wended his 
way on up the valley. 

Those who saw him shook their heads, ominously, and 
said: : 

“Devil Dick is in camp, so thar will be music to-night 
up at Poker Hall.” 

Landlord Bony, a tall, ministerial-looking man, “ho 
ran the gambling-house, as well as the only hotel in the 
place, saw him enter the hotel, and cast a very queer 
glance at him. 

Of course, he did not like his appearance, for who 
could? And he was half tempted to refuse him quarters, 
just on his looks, when, in a pleasant voice and polite 
manner, wholly different from what he had expected, the 
desperado said: — , 

“Good-evening, landlord. 

“T wish to put up with yous if you please.” 

“Certainly ; please register.” 

If the landlord had thought his guest i not write, 
he was quickly undeceived, for, in a delicate, alniost femi- 
nine, hand, he wrote: 


>? 


“DevIL Dick, 
America.” 


ra 





CHAPTER: V. 
A WOMAN’S HATE. 


In her retreat before the troopers, the renegade queen 
was closely watching the situation. 

She rode ahead, and, glass in hand, would often turn 
her horse and glance back over the scene. 

The White Cloud was in command of the rear, so she 
felt no fear of being overpressed, for she had every confi- 
dence in that young chief. 

But suddenly a warrior dashed up, with word that the 
White Cloud was missing. | 

He had been either killed or captured. 

The renegade queen bit her lips, somewhat nervously. 

She had relied so completely upon the White Cloud. 
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- Then she called to Panther Eye, and bade him go back 
and see if the White Cloud could be rescued. 


The chief was glad to obey, and rushed back, with an 


earnestness that sent him almost into the midst of the 
troopers. 


In fact, he went a trifle too far, with the score of war- 


riors at his back, for Buffalo Bill saw him, and dashed | 


right in.among his braves. 

He knew the Panther Eye as a cruel and bitter foe to 
the whites, and one who several times had prevented the 
burying of the tomahawk between his people and the pale- 
faces. 

So Buffalo Bill took his chances with death to capture 
or kill the Panther Eye. 

His magnificent horse carried him like a thunderbolt 
in among the group of braves, and ponies and riders went 
down. 

Texas Jack and several other scouts followed close, and 


Captain Alfred Tabor joined in the hand-to-hand con- 


flict. 


It lasted butt a moment, but in that moment Panther . 
Eye lost his life and scalp at the hands of Buffalo Bill, and - 


a dozen watriors went down, while as many ponies were 
captured. 


It was a victory for the palefaces, and hastened the red- | 


skins fn their retreat. 

Then word went to the renegade queen. 

But she had seen it all with her glass, and she was in a 
furious mood. 


Instead of the recapture of the White Cloud, the Pas | 


ther Eye had lost his life. 


But the glass of the renegade queen also showed her 
that in the midst of the fracas the troopers had pressed 


more rapidly forward, and shown their weakness. 
They were not fresh troops—this she saw—but the 
same whom she had before fought. | 


She had seen Buffalo Bill kill the Panther Eye and take 


his scalp. 
This was, doubtless, the way the White Cloud had gone, 
was suggested to her mind... Die ea 


The scout, her foe, still lived ! 


Her glass also showed her Captain Alfred Tabor and % 


~ Texas Jack, for she had before noted these on the field. 


Then she laker back beyond the mere. handful of 


troopers. 
There was no other foie pursuing. 


Something was moving, surely, and, as she was not be- sh 


ing hot pressed, she would call a halt. 
. Riding upon a higher rise of the prairie, she looked 
back over the country. 


She saw the distant timber where the troopers had gone | 


into camp. 
Her glass was a powerful ane, and, as the soldiers did 


not know she had it, they had no fear of es seen at that 


distance. 


But she did see them; she saw trees being ‘cut down in 
the timber, and men at work with spades and shovels. 
This showed weakness on the part of the enemy. | 
They were fortifying against attack, and that showed | 
they feared it. | 
Some clever ruse had sent the Indians off in retreat, 


So the renegade queen took advantage of the situation, 
and decided to make her power felt. 


She sent for her other chiefs, and said to them that she 
was sure that no other troops had come. 


The Great Spirit gave her power to see poner than 
they did, so they must halt. 


- The halt was made, and a bold front put on, and this 
checked the pursuit, and soon after sent the troopers pee 
to cover, as had been their order. - 

Texas Jack and two other scouts were left to watch the 
movements of the enemy. 

‘ Then the queen said that she knew that the palefaces 
were fortifying their camp. 

They were but a handful, and they must bie airveniodea 
in the night, and at dawn attacked. 

They had killed the White Cloud and the Panther Eye, 
and nearly half a hundred of her warriors had been slain 
or wounded, with as many ponies, as well. 

In the paleface camp. were their foes, scouts and sol- 


-diers. 


There was the man—Buffalo Bill—who had slain the 
great white chief, her husband, and the men who had mas- 
sacred the warriors with him were also there. 

Let them take the little fort, and a hundred scalps would 
hang at their belts, and the paleface settlers would a 
from their country back toward the rising sun. 

The Long Hair would be captured alive and bonttive’ 
to death, and all the Sioux in their village would rejoice. 

Such was the way the cunning woman talked, and she 


~ aroused her hearers to the wildest pitch of fury. 


She had‘come to hate her own race, and she was eruelly 
revengeful against Buffalo Bull. 

Hating, she meant to kill—to tie mereiless. Lo be 

Then she called to her a young warrior, and told. oa 
to go with all speed to the signal mountain. 

“This would save him a ride of a day, and he must. signal 
for more warriors. | 
“Burn five smokes,” she said, for she Lene that ida, 
would bring her five hundred more warriors. 

He was to go to the signal mountain, upon which the 
eye of a redskin sentinel at the village was conetanely 
kept. ) def 

He would send up one snitee that is, , let the dense _ 
smoke of a smothered fire ascend for a minute. . er 


es 


the lookout post in the mountains. 


If so, he was to send up his smoke again, then smother 
it,, and so on until five separate columns of smoke had 
gone heavenward. 


Half an hour after they were reported in the village, 
there would be five hundred warriors on the wartrail, go- 


. ing to join their renegade queen. 


She had started out on a raid merely to capture Buffalo 
Bill, but circumstances were shaping affairs so that she 
would make it a big war, and would send up a wail of 
anguish from fort, mining camp and settlement that 
would long be remembered. 7? 


The renegade queen, in her woman's hatred and re- 


venge, was going mad, and woe be unto those who feit 
her cruel blows. 





(CHAPTER Vi. 
IN SUSPENSE, 


Captain Alfred Tabor returned to the ca ee and made 
his report. - 4 
He was glad to see that Captain Fotrested had neg- 
lected nothing, and felt relieved to note the defenses al- 
ready thrown up. 
“Vou have sent back for feahiforceniatts sir?’ he asked. 
“Oh, yes; -by our newest scout, and he will go at full 
Speed.” > Le 
“Then, we can hold them off, for a few days, at least.” 
“Tow did you discover that they meant to return?” 
“Texas Jack sent me word that, with his glass, he had 
seen the renegade ances watching the situation, and that 
she, too, had a glass.” 
“Then she took in everything?’ - 
“Most certainly, for the halt was made by the redskins 
soon after Jack’s report camie. | 
“When Buffalo Bill here made his grand dash upon 
Panther Eye; and scalped him, I had my men come up, for 
fear of a surround, and the queen doubiless noted the fact, 
and saw our weakness. . 
“At any rate, she came to a halt, shes out her scouts, 
and, obeying your orders, Captain Forrester, I drew off 


\ 


_ my men, under cover of the darkness, and returned.” 


“You did well, Captain Tabor; but you left Texas Jack 
and two others behind ?” | 
“Oh, yes, sir.” | 
- “Tf they make a move, Jack will get it down fine, you 


_ may be sure,” said Buffalo Bill. 


“T feel that he will; but did you suffer much, Captain 
Tabor ?” e 

“Lost one poor fellow killed and three wounded, with 
“half a dozen horses. “ 


factory, 
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Then he would wait to see if a smoke curled up from 


“T had to press them, you know, to make believe we 
were in earnest.” 

“Ah, yes; and you were epgnats to lose no more.’ 

“The wounded I sent on to Powell’s quarters, and 
brought the dead soldier back to save his scalp. Ah, 
there goes a challenge!” 

As Captain Tabor spoke, the sentinel out on the prairie, 


a couple of hundred yards from the timber, was heard to 


call out, sternly: 


“Halt! Who comes there?” 

The response was not heard, but it was evidently satis- 
for a minute after a horseman came riding 
through the gloom at a canter. , 

“Tt is Scout Buck, for I know his style of riding,” But. 
falo Bill said, and a minute after the horseman halted at 
the quarters of the young commander. at 

“Well, Buck, what news from the front?” asked Cap- 
tain Forrester. _ 

“The reds have halted, picketed their: horses, and are 
having a grand pow-wow, cap’n, with that fiend of a 
woman for head ‘devil, and my idea is that they take the 
trail leading this way before dawn. 

“But Jack sent me to tell you that he is going off on a 


little trail all his own. 


“He got onto a little scene, where the renegade queen 
was giving orders to a warrior, and Jack knew him as one 
of the Sioux couriers, so he is going aftcr help, either to 
the village or to some other column. ~ 

“Texas Jack noted the course he took, and followed, so 
sent me back to report, and ask Chief Cody to send Nelse 
out to take his place, and also to say that half a dozen 
scouts wouldn't be a man too many to watch those red 
devils.” | 

“All right, Buck; I'll send Nelse and three others back 
with you, and you must divide forces, and keep your eyes 
well open,” said Buffalo Bill. + ae 

“You bet we will, for closed eyes this night won't open 
in the morning,’ was the significant repiy. 

“T am sorry Jack went off-on that courier’s trail, and 
yet he knew, and, it maybe, will pan out for the best. 


« “Get your Beppe Buck, while I look up the boys to 


return with you,” and Buffalo Bill went over to where 
the scouts had their camp. 

Ten minutes after, five Braves in Buckskin rode away 
from the little fort, and went back to join the one brave 


_ fellow then between the troops and their red foes. 


“Well, Cody, we are in for it,” said’ Fred Forrester, 
tranquilly, after the chief of scouts returned from seeing 
his Braves in Buckskin depart for the front. 

“Ves, sir, without doubt.” 

Frank Powell just then came up and joined the group, 


for Captain Tabor, and the two lieutenants, Ned Ford and 
Evans Rolston, were also at headquarters, Fred Forrester 
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having sent for them to join him there. Whatever the 
feeling in the past might have been which Captain Tabor 
and Lieutenants Ford and Rolston held against Captain 
Forrester when he was under suspicion of being in league 
with outlaws, they felt now that it had been unjust, and 
wished to make every reparation in their power. 

Besides, they had seen his splendid pluck that day, his 
skill and coolness, and they felt the most perfect. confi- 
dence in his ability to pull through, if any man could. 

They knew that Iorrester, Powell and Cody were the 
warmest friends, and that they were outsiders, as it were; 
' but they were now all in the same boat, so to speak, and it 
was sink or swim together, and Fred lorrester was the 
helmsman upon whom all depended. eal 
» So the six men chatted together pleasantly, as though 
no fearful ordeal was before them, no death-ax hung over 
their head. ; 

Between them and a ruthless foe were the six scouts, 
and the chain of soldier outposts arcane the little timber 
fort. 

Surgeon Powell reported that there would be for duty 
in-a fight seventy-six men, all told, with Cody and six 
scouts, so that they knew ae would have to fight about 
eight to one. 

Yet not a face blanched, not a nerve quickened with 
fear. 

They all awaited the dread. prices ofhcs and men, 
and, as dawn began to br ighten the east, it came, for the 
sentinel soldiers challenged sharply all around the line, 
and the six scouts came in, the soldiers with them, and 
redskins were, a moment after, rushing to the attack. 





‘CHAPTER: Vil. 
TEXAS JACK ON THE, TRAIL. 


Texas Jack had won fame as a soldier and a scout, and 
afterward on the Texan prairies he had become a noted 
trailer and ranger. r 

Having drifted up to the Northern ‘elias and become 
the ules and tried pard of Buffalo Bill, his name soon 
spread along the frontier as a scout of wondrous skill and 
daring. | 

When he saw the renegade queen in council with the 
chiefs, and beheld the Sioux courier sent for, he knew that 
the latter was to be sent off on some mission. | 

What could that mission be but for help? | 

His glass revealed the group, and he knew the courier 
from his style of dress, and that he was, with his horse, 
stripped for a rapid run. 

“T'll follow him,” decided Texas Jack. 

And, dropping back to where Scout Buck was, Ea told 


him of his intention, and sent word to Buffalo Bill, his . 


chief, 


Then he returned to his position, and saw the courier 
flying away down the slope of prairie toward a stream. 

“He follows that to the veuey, and will re it to Sig- 
nal Mountain. 


“That’s his little game, and I'll go, too.” ai 


With that, Texas Jack slipped around the end of the 
redskin line, and, it being night. now, cut across until he 
came to the head of a small valley. 


“He has gone through here, for he could not cross the 
ridge without going far around. 

“Now, Rascal, show yous instinct, and take the scent 
of that Injun and his pony.” 


The intelligent horse seemed to unferstand his master, 
and gave a snort, as though scenting the air. | 


Then, given the rein, he moved on up the valley, his 
head bent low like a hound on the trail. 


. “Ah, you’re a trailer, ycu are, old Rascal, for you have 
struck it, sure, and I have only now to let you have your 
way,” muttered the scout. 

And on the horse went, at a swinging walk. 

Every hour or so he would be halted for a short rest, 
and then once more keep. on his way. | 

An hour before dawn the scount drew-rein at a brook, 
watered his horse, took off the saddle and bridle, and — 
staked him out, after which he threw himself down to 
rest. | 
The horse fed for half an hour, and hen lay doi and 
went to sleep, lying flat out, so as to completely rest his 
limbs. | 

He seemec to comprehend that iis followed a long trail. 

He was a dark roan, with black mane and tail, and 
sp'endidly formed for speed and bottom. 

Dawn came, and, as the east grew rosy, the horse awoke | 
and gave.a low whinny. . 

Instantly Texas Jack was upon fis ieee aff, while bie . 
was cating his breakfast of a cracker and slice of cold. 


. deer meat, the horse indulged in some mouthfuls of the 


dew-laden grass. 
Then Texas Jack began to look fh a trail, and. he gave 


a low whistle, as he said: 


“He's gone along since dawn, for the dew is been 
knocked off, 

“We camped pretty near bogetber ast. ‘leh: Pard 
Injun.” 

Rascal was soon saddled and mee a held on the 
trail, the scout congratulating himself that he had passed 
the redskin, unseen, in the night, and had also been passed 
by him in the early dawn. 

It was ten o'clock when Texas Jack left his horse and» 
ascended a hill on foot. 

At the summit he glanced around him, and some tén 
miles away he saw Signal) Mountain. : 


i 
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He knew that from its cain the Sioux could signal 
by a column of smoke to the mountains, fifty miles away. 


He felt that he was right, that the Sioux courier had 
come there to signal for more warriors. 

Calmly, he waited and watched, and in half an hour 
after his coming, with his glass turned upon Signal Moun- 
tain, he saw a dark smoke going up in a column from the 
spot where he now knew the Indians to be. 

The smoke continued to ascend for some minutes, and 
then ceased. 

The scout waited, with the ititaoae Pakente. | 

He knew all the Indians’ signs and signals. 

It was a still day, and the smoke went straight upward, 


‘so could be seen as “far as the eye could reach, and the 


vision of a redskin, trained to signaling, could see a very 
long way off. ; 
-At length, another column of smoke ascended, but only 
for a minute, when it was shut off, 
“One,” said Texas fack. ‘ 
Then, after a couple of minutes or so, a second columpr 
of smoke went up. 
“Two, 9 
Another pause, and a third sated 
.\ Three.” | 
Then again a rest, and up curled the fourth column. 
“Ah, four! The renegade queen wants four hundred 
braves |” 
Another rest, and a fifth column soared heavenward. 
“Five! Can she wish more? 
“It means that she intends the worst tind of devlmentt 
_ “No; that is all, and God knows they are enough. 
“Now, that redskin will wait yonder at the base of Sig- 
nal Mountain to guide the braves to the renegade queen. 
“At least, I think so, but must find out. 
“Then I can strike to the westward along the ridge, and 
must head off the reinforcements which Paptaie. EF orrester 
sent for. 
. “There will be enough to divine. sO we can ambush 
_ sthose fellows, and have a force between the renegade and 
her village, so when the others are beaten we can make 
it rather hot for the Sioux. 
“Now to locate that Indian; and I only wish I Seat 
start him for the happy hunting-grounds, but I cannot do 
that, for he is to be the guide for those coming. 


“Fortunately, I can head the force off that has heed. 


sent. for to the fort.” 


oO saying, the scout descended the hill, left, his ‘horse i ee 
clover, so to speak, and went on foot toward Signal Moun- 


tain, going at a fast Indian trot. 


at can rest while riding, and Rascal must have his rest 


O now,” he said. 
In less than two hours he was at the base of a oral 
| oo -in, and, scouting with the greatest caution, saw the 
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their movements ; 
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redskin’s patty hidden in a SaEHE, and his saddle and 
blankets near. 

“He is off on a hunt, so will remain. | 
“This is all I want to know,” and he started on the back 
trail, keeping up the same tireless trot, that carried him 
back to his horse i in less time than he had before made the 

ten miles. 

“Rascal, you have had just six hours’ rest, plenty to eat, 
and must go. 

“Be off, old fellow,” and leaping into his saddle, he set 
off at a canter, 

It was late in the afternoon, and he pushed on until 
night, when he rested for a couple of hours, and again 
held on. 

Just after dawn he drew rein suddenly, for a horseman 
was before him, not two hundred yards away, and from 
his dips broke the words: 7 
_ “Buffalo Bill!” 





CHAPTER VIII. 
TAKING DESPERATE CHANCES. 


It was very evident that the Sioux supposed, with the 
withdrawal from the feigned pursuit, Captain Tabor had 
taken the scouts with his soldiers, and that there was 


nothing to be feared between them and their point of at- 


tack. 

But the Braves in Roceekin worked quietly and with 
skill, and, cunning as were the redskins, they were 
more so. 


Though unseen by the Sioux, they had their eyes. on 
and, as they began to stretch out on 
either wing, to surround the foes in the timber, the scouts 
divided, and held on around with them. 

Thus, when the circle of death was complete around the 
little fort, and the redskins lay half a mile off, waiting for 


_ the time to attack, the scouts were between them and their 


prey, also surrounding the timber, though far apart from 
each other. ai 

Within the circle of scouts was another of soldiers, 
close in toward the camp, and thus, for half an hour, the 


situation remained unchanged. 


The scouts would not leave their posts to give further 
warning of danger, for fear just at the point thus vacated 
the Sioux might press on toward the fort. | 

Then they knew that the chief of the Braves in Baie 
skin was a sleepless man when foes were about and duty 


was to be done. 


He had read the intention of the Sioux, and would not 
be surprised. | 

So they waited until they saw the dark shadows that 
denoted the moving Sioux, coming to the attack. 

It was all around the circle, and so they fell back rap- 
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idly, aroused the challenge of the wide-awake soldiers, 


and all pressed rapidly on into the fort, to find every man 
at his post and all ready for the attack. 


The horses had been corraled for the night, and every 
man was ready to fight to the death. 


On came the Indian circle, contracting its line as it 
came like a huge vampire to clutch its prey within its 
deadly folds. 

Nearer and nearer, until within a hundred and fifty 
yards. 

No sign came from the timber, and the redskins felt 
sure of a surprise. 

They did not think the soldiers believed they would re- 
turn. 

Then came one long, piercing yell, and it was echoed 
in a mighty, appalling chorus from over four hundred sav- 
age throats. 

With this yell of the red fiends, the ponies sprang for- 
ward for the rush. 

But around the line came a circle of flame, and four 
score rifles and carbines Hashed forth death upon the foe. 

There was a lull as the carbines were being reloaded, 
broken only by the repeating rifles of the Boys in Buck- 
skin rattling continuously, and they had been so placed 
around the fort that they came from all quarters. 

The scouts, seven in number, for the wounded were at 
their posts, with the officers, who also had repeating rifles, 
brought into action a dozen of these dangerous weapons. 

Then came a-cheer from the soldiers, and another vol- 
ley of carbines, followed by the rattle of revolvers, the 
yells of the redskins, war-cries of the scouts, and the 
cheering of the troopers. 

It was an appalling moment, and only a moment it 
lasted, for the red columns were shattered, broken, and 
went reeling back to cover, unable to stand the storm of 
fire they had rushed upon. 


There were gallant deeds done by those same warriors. 


—braves carried off, dead and dying, by the:r comrades, 
but no one to mark their acts of daring. 

Back to the timber on the river bank they rushed and 
staggered, and, in its coverts, beyond the range of the 
deadly repeating rifles, haited. 

They were shattered, surprised, broken in spirit, yet re- 
vengeful. 


Their queen had gone with them, and, unscen in the 


darkness, two horses had been shot under her. 

She was still in her riding-habit, but now, retiring to 
the shelter made for her, she once more appeared in her 
buckskin garb, beaded and feathered. 

She dyed her face red with paint, showing her braves 
that she was on the trail to kill. 

The chiefs had believed that reinforcements had really 
come; but she had pointed out to them that the shots of 


71 


the palefaces were few but deadly, and the repeating rifles 


of the Buckskin Braves had done fearful execution. 


She reminded them that there were braves coming to 
their aid from their village, and that the Sioux must win. 


So the red line around the fort remained unbroken, cut- 


ting off all chance of sending for aid by the soldiers, and 
in the glare ef day the Sioux lay down to rest, or sat gaz- 


ing out upon the plain, where lay a score of dead horses 


they had been unable to bring off, and half a hundred 


ponies fallen under the fearful fire. 

“We beat them off that time, and mul heavy loss, 
Cody.” 

“Now, Powell, what is our loss?” said Fred Forrester, 
as the redskins were seen to re-enter their coverts and 
give up the fight, for the day, at least. 


“Small, sir, for they held their fire, hoping to get into — 


our works. | | 

“There are two soldiers and a scout dead, one of our 
necro servants also, and a dozen men, more or less, 
seriously wounded,” replied Surgeon ' Powell, who had 
made a rapid run around the camp. 

“Poor fellows!” said Fred Forrester, feelingly; and 
then he asked: 

“What did youssay, Cody?” 

“Tf the renegade queen has more warriors Conmne: we 
need our help, sir, with all dispatch.” 

“Should those Sioux now here charge in solid column, 
they would come in, in spite of all we can do, so | will 
leave to-night at dark and hasten on our force.” . 

“Tt would be madness, Bill.” | | 

“Oh, no; I am not much use here, with my arm in a 
sling, and I can go through their lines.” 

“You could never get through, my dear Cody.” 


“Surgeon Powell has a wounded red bird caged, and ° 


his feathers and rig will do for me, and you peti I 
speak Sioux like a native. 


“In the night : can pass for a brave if spoken to, and : 


sO get through,” 
“But a horse can never go through.” 


“Oh, no, sir, but there are some four hundred Indian — 


ponies to pick from, and may be I can hit upon one of 


Queen Renegade’s fine animals, and if so I am in great 


luck.” 

mt suppose you will go, Bill, and you ate best,” said 
the captain in a tone that showed his regret, wile Sur- 
geon Powell added: 

“Somehow, Fred, I don’t think Cody is born to be 
scalped, and he has taken chances as desperate before, 
yes, worse chances, and if he can get through, it will surely 
hasten our fellows on, and every hour cage, for men, 
ammunition and food are dwindling fast.” — 


“That’s why I go,” responded Buffalo Bill, za es he. 


added: 
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“Now I'll get breakfast and go to sleep, and you, 
Frank, esas rig up White Cloud’s outfit for me the best 
you can.’ 


With this the scout ate his breakfast, had his wound 


carefully | dressed and lay down to sleep. 
It was late in the afternoon when he awoke, perfectly 
rested, and his wound was again carefully dressed. 


Then he tried on his Indian rig, and it was pronounced 
perfect. 


After a good dinner, he was painted up by Surgeon 
Powell, donned White Cloud’s costume, and just after 
nightfall sallied forth upon his desperate mission. 

And all day long not a redskin had been seen by any 
one at the fort, except the dead braves that coyotes were 
snarling and fighting over, although, there were enough 
for a feast. 





“CHAPTER IX. 
WELL MET. 


/ 


. “Texas Jack!” | 
The words came from the lips of Buffalo Bill, just a 


second before the Texan had uttered his name, and the. 


_ two friends rode rapidly toward each other. 

“Well, Bill, how i is it I find you here, when I thought 
you were in ‘Fort Forlorn,’ as we might call Captain 
Forrester’s camp ?” 

“T left there last night, dressed up in Chief White 
Cloud’s outfit, and I guess I haven’t got the paint off my 
face yet, and here’s the rig,” and Buffalo Bill pointed to 
the Indian garb rolled up and tied to the redskin saddle 
he rode. 

“You mean you came out through the lines dressed as a 

greed 

SY es, and I played Inj un, Jack, to the queen’ S taste, you 

vs et, 
boyd got to the lines all right, and ran right upon a Sioux, 
who called to me. 
“TI replied gruffly and passed on, and alitiough I saw a 
K number lying around no one spoke. 
by “Soon I ran right upon the renegade queen’s quar- 
ters, for there was her wickiup they had made for her 
and her horses. 

“But she was not there, and that was my chance. 
~. *T could not help taking a slip of paper from my pocket, 
and with my pencil I wrote her a note.” 










ested. 

Le “Simply this: 

‘ _ “*The renegade queen is anxious to be avenged upon 
| - Buffalo Bill, as she has sworn to be, and yet I come to 
a her camp, take one of her horses and:go to the fort after 
i, aid to bear her and her braves back to the mountains.’ ” 
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“What, did you say, Bill?’ asked Jack, deeply inter-— 
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“You told her your errand?” 


“Certainly, for she will know I cannot make the ridé 
and return under four days, and I knew I would surely 
head off reinforcements before to-morrow, and thus give 
her a surprise.” | 

“You are a cunning one, Bill; but that is her horse?” 

“Yes, and an Indian saddle, for I borrowed it from a 


warrior whose horse was staked near. 


“T tell you, Jack, I came through those redskins’ lines 
in great shape.” 

“You generally do; but now let me tell you what Ihave 
done, and don’t you forget it, but I am glad we have met, 
for we can just play a game that will beat Mister Lo at 
all points.” 

Texas Jack then told his story of how he had followed 
the Sioux courier and discovered that he had gone to 


Signal Mountain and signaled for five hundred warriors. 


“Now, Bill, it will be late to-morrow night before they 
can reach the renegade queen, and if we meet with the 
troops to-day, or to-night, we can run a force of cavalry 
to the pass, through which they must come, and ambush 
them there. : 

“Then the rest can go on to the relief. of Captain For- 
rester, and when the renegade queen has to get up and 
git, why, we can ambush them on their retreat, do you 


_ see, and thus strike a double blow. 


“That is my plan, Bill.” 

“And a good one, and you can go with the force to 
head off the queen’s reinforcements, while I will guide 
the rest of the troops to Captain Forrester’s relief, and 
he needs help, too, for it was a close call night before last, 
Jack, and I only hope that last night they were as suc- 
cessful as we were the night before. 


“That's a splendid fellow, Captain Forrester is, Jack.” 

“You bet he is, and a man to tie to every time, and if 
he gets out of this scrape all right, it will be a dozen 
feathers in his cap.” 

The horses of the two Braves in Buckskin had now had 
a short rest, and so they rode on together, the animal 
which Buffalo Bill had taken from the renegade queen 
proving to be a fine one; but he did not like ai Indian 
saddle and often wished for his own. 


When they again halted, Jack dressed the chief’s 


wound, which was giving him some pain, and then, they 


had a good meal, the Texan Being the cook. 

A nap of an hour sufficed for rest for them, and on they 
went, following the trail by which they knew the rein- 
forcements must come. 


Late in the afternoon they both fitwered a cry together, 


for their eyes had fallen upon a party of horsemen. 


“There they come, Jack !’’ 
“Hurrah, Bill! hurrah!’ 


THE BUFFALO BILL STORIES, 


And the scouts halted, to give their horses rest. - 
In half an hour Captain Roe came up at a canter, and 
the scouts were greeted with a cheer by the cavalry. 


In a few words Buffalo Bill told all that had happened, 
Assistant Surgeon Dillon the while dressing his wounded 
arm, and then Jack made known what he had to say and 
his plan. | 

“If Forrester was not taken last night he can hold out 
until to-morrow night, you think, Cody?” 

“Yes, Captain Roe.” 

“The Sioux have about four hundred and fifty against 
him?” 

“Yes, sit.” 

rea Bennett ?” 

“Yes, (SF 

“Send two of your best- vapidgited couriers back to 

hasten on Captain Ames. 


“Send two in case one breaks down, and have hitn say 
to Captain Ames that another force of redskins takes off 
from the relief of Forrester one hundred and fifty men; 
but that I push on fifty men to his aid, hoping they may 
arrive in time. 

“IT shall take one gun with me with Lieutenant Ger- 
maine, letting the other piece go with the fifty men. 


“Say to Captain Ames to spare not his men, but to 
push to the aid of Captain Forrester with all haste, and 
to say to Captain Forrester that when the renegede queen 
and her force are set going for the village that he will 
find my force between them and their retreat ; so rush 
them hard upon my ambush.” 

Lieutenant Bennett had written on a tablet as fast as 
Captain Roe had talked, and putting the dispatch in an 
envelope, called up the couriers and’ sent them back with 
all haste. 

“Do not spare your cattle, and if. they fail you get down 
to it on foot, men, for lives hang on your speed,” called 
out Captain Roe, and away sped the two men. ay 

Then the men went into camp for a rest, and the division 
was made, of fifty cavalry and one gun to go on to Cap- 
tain Forrester’s aid, and the remainder of a hundred and 
fifty troopers to push on with the other piece under the 
guidance of Texas Jack, to head off the force of braves 
coming from the Sioux village, 


“It will be a show of aid only that will be qatted to 
set those fellows besieging Forrester in motion,’ re- 
marked Captain Roe, and Buffalo Bill replied: 

“Ves, sir, and the one gun will do much; but if we find 
Captain Forrester still holding out, let me suggest that 
you wait without showing yourself, for the infantry, and 
then we can attack with a force to do some damage. 

“T can scout on ahead and return and report how mat- 
ters are,” : 
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“You are right, Cody, and I’ll do it; bitt how let us be 
on the move.” 

The two bands of troopers then separated, the large 
force under Captain Roe guided by Texas Jack to ambush 
the force of redskins coming to the aid of the renegade — 
queen, and the small force under Lieutenant Bennett go- 
ing on with Buffalo Bill as guide to the relief of yeave 
red Forrester and his men. | 





CHAPTER X. 
DEVIL DICK AND THE LADY SPORT. 


« will now return to other characters and scefies in my 
story, which must not be forgotten, the lady sport and 
those about her in Gold Pocket City. — 

When Devil Dick’s arrival at The Roost was known 
a damper fell upon many hearts. 

They seemed to know that there would be trouble, and — 
of a very serious nature. _ 

Of course he meant to gamble, and to win, and he 
would naturally play with the lady sport. | 

He was believed to be a card sharp, and yet he must 
not cheat the lady sport was the verdict of all. 3 

Then many recalled her scene with Bravo Ben and con- 
cluded that she was fully able to take care of herself, so 
they had best not interfere. 

The desperado, on acount of having to teed a lady, it 
was supposed, had spruced up. 

He had bought at the store a new flannel shirt, a black 
scarf, dove-colored sombrero, and the camp barber had — 
trimmed up his hair and given him a clean shave. 
“He'll be all ready fer buryin’ ef some one lays him 
out,” said one. » 3 

But the man still looked like a terror. 

His face, scarred terribly, was by no means handsome, 
and his eyes as he-entered Poker Hall roamed around the 
room as though searching for prey. 

His belt was not new, for there must be no hitch 3 in his 
drawing,a revolver or his knife. , f 

Devil Dick took no chances. | ro 

He meant to be always sure. 

Games were going on, but the lady sport had not ar- ) 
rived, so Devil Dick went over and took a seat in the | 
shadow, where he. could see her well. 

No one asked him to play, and yet if he had decided to 
join in a game not a soul would have objected. 

Soon after he entered, Hazard Harry came in, and 
many eyes were upon the two. 

Hazard Harry had said in the hotel that the lady 
sport should not be cheated or bullied even by Devil 
Dick, and those who knew Hazard Harry were well 


aware that he was not a man to make an idle threat. — 


re 


He had also rigged up in his best, and spying’ Devil 
Dick went over in his vicinity and took a seat. 

“Join us, Harry?” asked a man at a table near. 

“No, I won’t play just now,” was.the reply. — 

“Waiting. for the lady sport, eh?” said Devil Dick, 
quickly. 

> Yes,” | 

“So am I,” and no more was said. 

Soon there came a movement of the curtains over the 
window, it was drawn aside and ane lady sport Ap- 
peared. | iv’ 

She looked her very best, and that means that ahs was 
beatiful. 

She was dressed in Mexican costume, but pied to 
have taken greater pains to appear well on that evening. 

She carried a little satchel, with money and cards, in 
her hand, and, with a bow meant for. all, sprang . from 

the window to the floor and took her seat. E 

_Accheer greeted her, and she bowed sweetly, and then 
sil Seosred prepared for business. 4. * 
At first sight of her, Devil Dick winced, as though he 
had been hurt. 4 ab > 
He half arose to his feet, his scarred. eetishing erim- 
son, and then turning to the hue of death, = * 
His teeth were set close together, his eyes glared upon 

the face of the woman, and he okse like a wil 4 

at bay. oe 


a 


he trembled violently as he gasped: 

_ “No, no,.it cannot be!” 

In the coming of the lady sport, no one had longer 
noticed Devil Dick, so ‘his emotion was not seen by any 
one except Landlord Boniface, or Bony, as he was called, 
who was in front of him. ‘ 

Then came in her musical yoice, and brokén foreign 
accent, the query ‘of the lady sport: 
~ “Tam ready for business, gentlemen. 

“Who oe play with the queen of luck?” 
_ Over. ‘the: room, and her eyes seemed to 
ach a iafcthey were turned upon, |” 
There wes.a smile. upon her face, a winning look that 


- 





~ “was inscrutable, and many intended to accept her chal- | 


lenge, if only to lose their money to one so beautiful, 


when in a voice of thunder came the response from Thevil 


Diek : 
"1 .dare,: by Heaven! gee 
* t 


oy 


i) CHAPTER Sh. 
-PLAYED TO WIN. 


an ne a 





~ 


HN ea 

All starts at the words of Devil Dick, ES as 
were the mihers. of Gold d Pogket City to loud voices, oaths 
and outcries. -. 


a3 


ee 


Bai 


Ler p. “a 


“My God! my God!” came through his a teeth,” anid : 
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But the lady sport did not move. 

Her eyes turned upon the man as he came toward her, 
and his gaze met hers. 

The miners all saw“then that she paled, and more 


thought that she started, as though to fly from him. 
_* But, whatever her intention, it was quickly checked, 


and she bent over and picked up her fandeerepict, which 
she had dropped. 

If the act was intentional, it was Sackscuett for it 
brought the color back into her face by her stooping. 

Then she was face to face with Devil Dick when she 
looked up. 

“You will play with me, then, sir,” she said, with a 
foreign accent more marked than was her wont, and her 
eyes did not at first meet those of the desperado. | 

“You defied any man to play with you, did you not?” 
he asked, in a low tone. 

“Yes.” 

“Then I take up your gantlet, and will play.” 

“For what amount, sir?” 

“Any sum, for I do not care.” 

She fingered the cards quietly, and said: 

“Shall we not make it a four-handed game: e, 

“No. 4 

; “But my mee may be larger, and I have a right to 
win if I can.’ 

“Yes; and I say name the sum. 

“I wish to play with you, you alone, and I do not care 


i what gamie it is, or for what the stakes.” 


« “You areea reckless player, then?” 

“No, a safe player, but a game one.’ 

. “, warn you, lady sport, that Devil Dick is the worst 
hand: with cards in the mines, and plays to win.’ 

The: warning came from Hazard Harry, a man well 
known in the town as a gambler, and he had his hand 
conveniently near his revolver-butt as he spoke; but, to 
the surprise of all, Devil Dick did not even turn toward 
him as he said in Spanish: 

“Yéur friend says right, sefiorita; I do play to win, in 
whatever I undertake.” | 

Instantly came the reply, in low, musical Spanish: 

“Sédo I, sefior, and I never lose.” 


“That we shall see,’ responded the desperado; and he 
drew 4rom his pocket a large roll of banknotes and ae 


them upon the table. 


‘Hazard Harry, and Landlord Boniface had both cena 
the few words of Spanish spoken between them, and the 
landlord. thought that he detected’ a look of disappoint-’ 


ment in the, face of the man at the woman’s prompt reply, 


while Hazard Harry distinctly heard the mes words: 


fT am #TONg; it is not she.” 
“In that roll I Have several oueoud ‘ilies fair gam- 


bler; so let us mane it, a game tor five hundred. to begin 
with.” “Ona 

“That will suit me, sefior,’ was the reply, and she 
placed the cards upon the table and soon after began the 
ganie, 

All other games in the hall had come to an end, for 
there was too much interest felt by one and all in seeing 
the lady sport and Devil Dick engaged in gambling for 
others to keep on with their playing. 

Then, too, there seemed a chance that Hazard Harry 
intended to chip in in some way as the champion of the 
lady sport, and by common consent an open space was 
left around him, should the desperado choose to send a 
bullet in that direction. 

The woman was calm but smiling, the man stern and 
cynical. 

There, behind the lady sport, sat Jersey, who, a 
privileged character with her, had slipped in at the win- 
dow, having come from looking after her horses. 

The game ended with Devil Dick the loser, _ 

He did not wince, and every ‘eye was upon him. . 

“You are lucky, lady sport. | 

“Try it again with a thousand at stake,” and he threw 
down the required number of bills. 

“Very well, sir,” was the quiet reply, and another game 
was played and lost by Devil Dick. 

Still he did not wince, and the crowd wondered. 

He was not like the Devil Dick they had known. 

“There are fifteen: hundred for this game,” 
said, laying the remainder of the bills upon the table. 

The lady sport covered the amount with her money, 
and a third game was lost by the desperado. : 

_ There was a murmur of applause, and yet bese: geile: 
did not turn upon the crowd. —— ) 

“T am not broke ae fair sport, so stake two ihibdeand 
on the next game,’ ‘and he thrust his hand into 2 an ‘inner 
‘pocket and returned with another roll of bills. * 

“Be careful, lady® SpOF hy, for Devil | Dick is” too quiet 
to mean good.” _ 

Again the warning came from Hazard Hany. and 
again his hand was ready to draw to back up his words. 

Hazard Harry was already a hero in the eyes of all, 
to thus beard the desperate Devil Dick. 

* But, as before, the desperado did not notice him, more 
than to glance toward him to see who, it was that spoke. 

“Thank you, sir, but I do not fear a card sharp, nor 
dread even Devil Dick, whom all seem! to, ) fear so,’ was 
the smiling reply. 
~ “No, Iam not dangerous. | 
~-“A lamb could lead me, if she goes sheik it right,” 
 blied ‘Devil Dick, with a rough laugh. 

The womar wineed at this, but covered thextwo thou- 
sand dollars ‘on the table for the next game. 


“Te- 
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he. coolly - 
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‘Then the two played. slowly and cautiously, and once 
more luck was on the side of the woman. © 
— Still Devil Dick showed no > sign of ney and in 
said: 

“T am gone broke to-night, lady; but we will meet 
again, for, like yourself, I am a born card sharp, oy you 
are the sharpest of the'two.” 

“By Heaven, do you accuse the tail. of cheating ?” 

- Hazard Harry again it was, and he was seemingly anx- 
ious to pick a quarrel with the desperado. 

“Yes, lady sport, we will meet again,” and Devil Dick 
seemed not to have heard Hazard alte words, as he 
continued : | 


2 ANS WE good- -night, and luck bud you. 


“Now, sir, our game begins.” 
With the last words he had turned quick as a flash and 


| faced Hazard Harry, who was caught off his guard. — 


There were two sharp reports, one a second before the 
other, and Devil Dick backed-out of the room, a revolver 
in each hand, as’ though at bay, and Hazard Harry lay © 
dead on the floor, a bullet in his brain. 

“Gentlemen, ' at ae the last game by: swin-—good- 
night.” 

With this, Devil Dick backed out of the doo and was 
gone : 





MT: . CHAPTER XII. 


AFTER MANY YEARS. 
The excitement following the departure of Devil Dick 


was intense in Poker Hall. 


A dozen revolvers had been drawn, + yet no man had 


‘courted a shot from the desperado by risking a shot at 
him. 


Then there was a spirit of fair play, ‘too, for Hazard 
Harry had seemed to urge on a fracas and had already 
drawn his revolver for usé, only was not as quick as his 


foe, who even then caught ‘bin off his guard. 


The bullet of Hazard Harry had: igonekno. one ‘in ‘the 
hall knew where ; but Devil Dick knew, for’ it had lodged 
in the fleshy part of his arm. 

- Hazard Harry had been borne off by friends, and 


for some reason the lady sport had not. cared to play 


longer, though the excitement soon blew over. 
It could not be that“she was unnerved by the death of 
Hazard Harry, after having herself thrown her bowie into 


the hand and arm of Bravo Ben a short while before. 


But she refused to play, retired to her cabin and dis- 
missed Jersey, the boy she haa saved from’ Bravo 
Ben, who followed net as she Fa she  Wiphed: tc to be 


alone. 
-. In the meantime Devil Diek had gone to ae drug-store 


and bade “Doctor Pills” extract the bullet. 
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Be did not. quiver at the. probe, or the withdrawing of 
the bullet, and after it was dressed bought some bandages 
and arnica from Pills, paid him handsomely for his sery- 
ices, buckled on his haversack and blanket and left. 


He made his way to Bravo Ben’s cabin, and found that 


worthy turning on his cot with pain. ; 
“Waal, did yer see her?’ 
*Yes.” 
“You went to ther hall?” 
“I did.” 
“And seen her?” 
“Yes.” 


“Yer is back soon.” 
“There was no need to remain longer.” 
“Good Lord! did yer chip in so soon?” 
“Yes, she won just five thousand dollars from me.” 
“Ther deuce! did yer have it ter lose?” 
~ “Oh, yes. y 
“And you kilt her?” 
Notch.” 
“Why not ?” 
“Because I am not the man to kill that woman and I 
pity any other man that does do so and I find him out.” 
“Lordy! you weakened on her beauty ?” 


“No; but I will not do your dirty work for you, so | 
| ~ wanderer. 


name the suin you value your services at in saving my life 
and I'll pay you.” 
“Does yer mean it?? 


“Yes, ” 


“Waal, it ’s worth a thousand, fr. Vil have ter pay | an- 


other man to do ther job.” 


“What job?” and Devil Dick counted out one ease 


dollars and placed it on a bike by Bravo Ben. 

“Ter kill ther woman.’ 

‘Instantly Devil Dick’ was upon his feet, his eyes bax: 
ing, and dropping his hands upon either shoulder of the 
wounded man he said in a voice quivering with passion : 

“I say no; and, Bravo Ben, if that woman dies. 1 in et 
mines I'll burn you at the stake, so help me God!” 

“Hear me, man, and heed | 

“T have squared, at your own price, the debt I aed 
you-and now I am free from gratitude even. | 

“But let me tell you that no one shall harm that woman, 


and if aught happens to her, no matter by whine hand, ; 


I'll track you like a bloodhound for revenge.” 


He said no more, but turned on his heel Sa left Bravo’ 
Ben trembling with terror. =i 


The next morning: the lady suet looked pale, and 


Jersey suggested a ride. 


“T’ll go, Jersey,” she replied to his invitation, “but 
ane for somehow I am not pleasant company just now,” 


> 
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and mounting Yellow Chief, as she had named her clay~ 
bank, she rode rapidly up the mountain trail. 

She had reached a lonely point, where there was a good 
lookout which Jersey had shown her and was just turn- 
ing into it when a man’s voice called out: 

“Hold on, Ruby, I wish to speak to you.” 

The woman reeled in her saddle, clutched at the air and 
fell into thé arms of Devil Dick. 

“She has fainted ; well, it was.a little sudden, I admit,” 
he said. as he hitched her horse and placed her upon a 


mossy bank near. 


Then he took water from a canteen swung to his knap- 
sack and bathed her face, and chafed her hands until her 
eyes opened and met his. 

She started to her feet and cried: 

“You are Oscard Ballard ?” 

“Yes, Ruby,” 
most pathetic. 

“T feared it last night.” 

“Feared it?’ and there was anger in his tone. 

- “Yes, for I cared’not to meet you-again, Oscar.” 
“Once you told me you loved me, and you were my 
little girl sweetheart. 

“But all went wrong with me, Ruby, and I became a 


and his voice was low and musical, al- 


“T went North, South, East and West, to other lands, 
was a sailor, a soldier and now am a tramp, like unto a 
vagabond. 

“But I could not abe your i image from my memory, 
and so I worked for you to get wealth to one day lay at 
your feet with my heart, and ask you to be my wife.” 

His voice was full of pathos, and there was a look in 
his eyes unlike what was usually seen there. | 

She shuddered and he said, quickly: 

“You abhor me, for I am so scarred, so hideous, and 
yet once you called me your handsome lover; but I have 
passed - through enough, Ruby, 1 in my hunt for gold to kill 
a dozen men. 

“But gold F acaaule iia gold I ys: for I am tie and 
my love, my riches, I offer to you.” 

He showed his weakness just there, for if he was rich, 
then why should she care how hideous he was, and so she 
said: 

“T did not shudder at your appearance, Oscar, for it is 
your heart, not the face, I recall; but I shuddered at the 
story I have to tell you.” 

“Then you, too, have suffered, Ruby’ e 

“Ah! so much.” | 

“You must have, for me to find you here, a gambler, 
and known as Bowie-knife Bessie.”’ 

“That is a part 1 am playing, and for revenge, Oscar. 

“Let me tell you that my mother forced me to marry 


\ 
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one, a cadet at West Point, who inveigled me into his 
clutches by a mock marriage. 

‘He was rich, and never owned me before the world 
as his wife, and when my mother died I had to seek him 
to support me. ; 

“‘Tgought him at the fort where he is stationed, but he 
drove me from him, and it was through him that my poor 
brother Benson was forced to desert and then be shot 
for outlawry. 

“He gave me some money and I devoted it to revenge. 

“T was an adept at cards, could always ride and drive 
well, and you taught me in the long ago how to throw a 
knife with deadly aim. 

“So I came here to gamble, to get money and seek my 
revenge upon my husband. 

“Now, Oscar Ballard, if you love me, put that man, 
my husband, Fred Forrester, out of the way, and the day 
after I will become your wife.” 

“T will do it, by Heaven!” 

“Until then we are strangers. 

“He is at Fort Fairview, and you know where to find 
me, when he is dead,” and the beautiful and false-tongued 
« plotter—for such she-was at heart—sprang into her sad- 
die and rode rapidly away, well knowing that she had set 
a bloodhound upon the trail of Fred Forrester. 


And as she rode along she muttered between her teeth: 


“His wife, yes; then a tew drops of poison will make 
me a widow, and a rich one.’ 


Pm me 


CHAPTER XHTI. 


ONLY A RUSE, 


As on the night before, the Sioux surrounding the little ~ 


fort in the timber made another charge upon the brave 
defenders just before dawn. : 
But Captain Forrester had all the day before, and until 
late in the night, had beén strengthening his position. 
He had allowed those who were to watch at night to 


sleep all day and not work, so that they would be wide 


awake for their duty to perform. 
There had been more trees felled, and the: ragged 
branches had been placed around the fortification to serve 


as a kind of chevaux-de-frise, which he knew the ponies 


of the Indians would not-run upon. 
Then earth had been thrown into the openings to pro- 


tect the defenders from bullets and. arrows, and as soon | 


as it was dark three-dozen men had gone out with spades 


and shovels to dig holes, like postholes, fo throw the 


ponies'in their charge. 
And these were dug within easy range of the works. — 
‘Water buckets were filled’at sunset and placed around 
the fortifications, the guards went on duty, going out as 


; 


fa 


far as the newly-dug holes, while the braves in buckskin 


scouted on some distance further. 


All had watched the departure of Buffalo Bill vith 
deepest anxiety, and Surgeon Frank Powell had asserted, 
after he had been gone a couple of hours, that he surely 
had not been captured, for if so, some redskin would have 
given vent to a war-whoop of delight. 


In fact, not a redskin had been seen during the entire 
day, and yet the defenders of the fort were not deceived, 
for they knew they were there, but pretended to have left 
to draw them out. | 

So the night passed away until an hour ‘before ieee 
when Fred Forrester, who was half asleep as he sat near 
the works, was awakened by a touch on his arm. 

. “Tt is you, Frank?” | 

“Yes, I have been out on a scout, and they are coming, 
but slowly. 

“T ordered the scouts and sentinels in, so be ready.” 

“All is in readiness,” and the captain waited until the 
signal agreed upon, a war cry of one of the scouts. _ 

The redskins sprang to their feet and leaped upon their - 
horses at the cry, for it told them that they were discov- 
ered. | 

. Then the charge was made, and like an avalanche the 

Sioux rushed on, and just as the leading ponies went — 
down in a mass, by falling into the holes, the fire from 
the troops opened, and once more the redskins were — 
beaten off. 

The idea of Fred Forrester in digetie those holes ad 
proven a success, for it threw those behind in a panic to 
see their comrades go down so suddenly before them. 

When the dawn broke, it showed the Sioux others of - 
their dead upon the field, and their loss in ponies, from 
broken limbs, had been very great. 

But it revealed the cause of their \sudden defeat, and 
the chiefs congregated together for another pow-wow 
with the renegade queen, the result of which was that by 
noon the whole force was seen to file away over a distant _ 
rise of prairie and disappear. 

A cheer broke irom the troopers, but creas Powell 
said, quietly : 

“Do not cheer yet, ,Poys: for those redskins are only 
playing smart. 

“They will not go and leave their dea upon the field, 
and, besides, they have sent for reinforcements and will 
return with a much heavier force.” 

“Yes, and I would not be surprised if they even leit 
us alone to-night, to.carry out their cunning ruse the bet- 
ter,” remarked Captain Forrester, and he added: 

“T hate to see those poor animals suffer, and wish. we 
could spare the ammunition to shoot them.” 
“Tlf take Indian ammunition and do it, > -Sbpcniallce | 
surgeon, and he sprang upon his horse and rode out upon 
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- the field, and swooping from his saddle, picked up a “bow 
and some quivers of arrows, with which he hastily put 
an end to the misery of the suffering brutes, for the sur- 
geon scout was a dead shot with bow and arrows. 

Then he hailed for a-squad of soldiers to be sent out 
and the dead Indians were buried, and the party returned 
to the fort. 

“Their scouts ate watching us,” “ auiatked to ae 
Forrester as he returned. 

Thus the day passed and another night came on. The 
horses had gotten a good feed on the grass near the tim- 
ber, so were all right; but the provisions had run low, 
and there was tio game to help out. ! 

The force had lost a dozen killed, and fully a score 
were wogaced, and could oor do service in an emer- 
gency. 
~ White Cloud had ndBaperatea rapidly, under the kind 
care of the surgeon scout, who made up his. mind that 
| when the danger of attack was over the chief should find 
a chance to escape, for he had not forgotten the service 
rendered him by the redskin leader once, long ago. 

That night, as Captain Forrester had predicted, passed 
) “without an attack; but the litle garrison was not to be 
caught napping, for they knew that the Sioux had not 
gone far, and that. their scouts were watching them only 
waiting | for them to leave their stronghold to pounce upon 
them. 

“When morning came ahd? no troops ADP are all began 
to be most anxious. _ 

“Had the scout, Roy Rockland, reached B ort Fairview? 
“Had not some accident befallen him? 

_ Had the chief of scouts also escaped? | 

* Such queries were going. the rounds with some anxiety. 


Provisions were about used up, ammunition was at low 
ebb. and. the future looked gloomy indeed. _ ~ 
i “To-night the closest.watch must be kept,” came the 
order from Captain Forrester, and it was obeyed. 


, CHAPTER XIV. | 
A QUE E NAT BAY. 

"Well was it for the garrison in the timber that Captain 
Forrester’s order for a close watch to be kept was obeyed, 
for at dawn there came a roaring, rushing sound, and in 
one massive, solid column, a hundred yards in iter 
came the Sioux upon the little garrison. eae 

The rifles and carbines belched forth, and re and 
ss aan down; but on they came with appalling yells, 
shots from their firearms and showers of arrows, and it 
seemed as though the end bail come for the brave Ger 
Feldors.: eed) 

Up to the rocks they came, and Siam stood the devoted 
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leader with his little band, ready to die like the. true men 
they ‘were. Ss 


But a loud report shook the ground, another and an- 
other, and bursting shells fell into the Indian mass, while 
following them came a ringing cheer from men of the 
gallant —th cavalry, and half a hundred brave horggmen 
swept like the wind over the prprie right upon the fright- 
ened, startled Sioux, 

Back behind them came answering cheers from two 
hundred throats, and again the three pieces of light ar- 
tillery flashed forth, and with yells of terror from what 
they called the “wagon guns,” the savage force under the 
renegade queen broke in wild disorder, in the recovering 
moment to them of their success, and fled from the scene. 


“You.are able to go now, White Cloud, so throw on 
this cloak, put on this hat and come with me.” 

_$o said Frank Powell to the White Cloud, who, five 
minutes after, mounted upon a fleet horse, though he was 
still weak from his wounds, was flying across the prairie 
after his shattered squadron of redskin cavalry. 

And out of the fort, mounted and ready for the fray, 
with half a hundred gallant troopers at his back, had rid- 
den Fred Forrester. 

He was met by Lieutenant Bennett, who said, hastily: 

“T have orders to report to you, Captain Forrester, from 
Captain Roe, who has gone on a flank move toward Signal 


“Mountain under the guidance of Texas Jack to ambush 


a large force of Sioux on the way to reinforce the ren- 


-egade queen. 


“I have fifty men, sir, of the 4th, and Lieutenant Ger- 
maine is here were three guns, the fourth having gone 


with Captain Roe.” 


“And I, too, have to report to you, Captain Forrester, 
with two hundred of the —th Infantry. 
“Permit me to gougratulate you upon your gallant de- 


fense of your fort.” 


“Thank you, sir, and permit me, gentlemen, to thank 


you for your timely rescue, for had you not come not a 


man of my little garrison would now be alive. 
“But who was sent to take command, may I ask?’ 


_ “Such a frank acknowledgment of the service they had - 


rendered completely took the three officers, Ames, Ben- 
nett and Germaine, aback, and the former said: 

“You are the ranking officer, Captain Forrester, and 
we await your orders!” 

“You shall have them, gentlemen—it is dawn now, so 


T’'ll rush on after the Sioux, leaving one gun, a company 


of infantry and half a dozen cavalrymen here, for there 
are wounded to look to.” 3 

Five minutes after, the cavalry, under Fred Forrester, 
were in rapid pursuit, with two pieces of artillery, and the 


infantry were coming on at a forced march as a reserve. 


- From the tops of the prairie rise, the two guns would 
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open fire, pitching shells after the flying Sioux, who had 
become terror- stricken, and fled at the utmost speed of 
their ponies. 

Buffalo Bill and half a dozen of his men asa already 
gone on, and suddenly dashing into a fringe of timber 
ahead of his men the chief of scouts drew rein with a 
suddenness that threw his horse on his haunches. 

“My God! she has killed herself,” he cried, as he 
sprang from his horse and ran toward the renegade 
queen,.,.whose horse had been wounded and fallen with 
her, and believing herself about to be captured she had 
turned her revolver toward her bosom and pulled the 
trigger. 

“Yes, I have killed myself, Buffalo Bill, and it is’ a fit- 
ting ending for a renegade queen, is it not?” 

“Pebhhne the wound may not be fatal, dite Nelse, 
ride back for Surgeon Powell.” 

“Tt is useless, for I have my death wound, and you 
would have me live to hang me?” 

“Indeed, no; you wrong me, for wicked though you 
were, you are a woman, and I could do you no harm. 

“T held pity for your husband, and I do for you, and 
~ God knows I would not see you die thus, and were it in 
my power to save you, gladly would I do so.” 

‘Buftalo Bill, there are tears in your eyes, a quiver in 
your voice, that are not feigned. 

“You did your duty in fens my husband to his 
doom, in tracking me to death. 

“T loved him, and that made me what I am, a renegade 
from my people. 

“T thank God I am believed by those who knew the in 
the past to be dead, so no one will know me as I am, 

“I am dying, and I leave to you this ring; he gave it 
to me, and you keep it for my sake—and more, do me one 
creat favor.” 

“T will gladly do so, 
choked with emotion. 

‘Bear my body to Eagle Canyon and bury.it by the side 
of him for whom I gave up all, and now my life, as a 
renegade, a foe to my own race.” 

“T will, so help me Heaven,” came in the deep, earnest 
voice of the chief of scouts. | 


2? 


and the voice of the scout was 





CHAPTER. XV. ~ 
MAJOR DENTON TAKES THE FIELD, 


“Well, wife, Forrester is certainly getting all the 
chances of promotion, and his pluck and nerve deserve 
it,” said Major Denton, the second in command at Fort 
Fairview, the morning after the departure of Captain 
Roe with the relief for the besieged men under Captain 
Fred Forrester’s command. | 

“Somehow I hope he will extricate himself before the 
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relief reaches him, for some of his fees among the offi- 
cers are none too good to make him feel it,” Mrs. Denton 
responded. 


“T only hope he’ll be able to escape with his command ; 
but from what that new scout, Roy Rockland, said, he - 
certainly is in a desperately dangerous situation,” said 
Kate Kennerley. 


“Well, yes, he is, I admit; but then I have perfect faith 
in Forrester to do what is best, and his daring and genius 
will help him out. 

“But what did you think’of Roy Rockland ?” 

And the major smiled. 

Neither of them knew anything of Rockland’s former 
history as an outlaw. 

“A gentleman by birth and education, a Shee by 
profession, is my criticism of him,’ Mrs. Denton re- 
marked, naively. 

“Yes; a gentleman, certainly, courtly as a Chesterfield, 
well informed, and a man who has seen much of the 
world, and one whom I regret to see acknowledges him- 
self to be a professional gambler. 

“What do you think, Kate?’ said he, addressing Kate 
Kennerley, a young lady whose dead father had been the 
major’s best friend and who was now his ward. 

“T hardly know what to think, guardian. =" 

“He acted so modestly throughout, and when invited to 
be seated at your table, frankly confessed his former call- 
ing, so as not to place you i a false position, \ 

“T think he is one who has seen much of misfortune and 
sorrow, and became a gambist, as he says, from sheer 
force of circumstances.” 

“Well said, Kate; but yet he is a man to be proud of 
from all Forrester wrote of him, and you know the cap- 


tain is not given to gush. 


“T must go over and talk with the general, for several 
couriers have arrived this morning, and I do not exactly 
like the situation of affairs, for that renegade queen may 


be on, the warpath with fifteen hundred Sioux warriors 


at her back, to avenge her renegade husband’s death.” 
“Then you really think there’is danger along the line?” 


-asked Mrs. Denton. 


“Certainly there is, my dear, and neither of you ladies 
must put your pretty moses beyond the stockade wall until 
I give you permission.” 

With a laugh the gallant old major buckled on bis 
sword, and donning his hat went to report to his com- 
mandant. © Q | 

Colonel Cassidy had received dispatches from the other 
posts and séttlements, as also from the mines, stating that 
couriers had arrived from Captain Forrester, up in the 
Sioux country, warning them of danger, and asking pro- 
tection from Fort Fairview, for rumors were coming in 
that numerous large bands of Indians were on the war- 


be. 
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path, and snares depredations and untold acts of 
_ cruelty. 

“This is Sali nonsense, Yor not an eee has been seen 
except by Forrester and Buffalo Bill’s party, | am sure. 

“With those two men between us and the Sioux coun- 
try, I fear no advance without being notified. 

“But I will send off a dozen couriers to report at each 
point ‘that Captain Forrester, with a large force, is on 
the trail of the Indians and watching therf,, but that it 
will be well for the border lines of posts-and settlements 


to have their men in readiness to move if needed,” and 


Colonel Cassidy spoke to Major Denton, who responded : 

“Yes, sir, for the outposts are in no danger of a sur- 
prise, not with men like Forrester and Cody between 
them ‘and the enemy, and the men you sent last night to 


Captain Forrester will soon straighten out the Sioux and - 


whip them into subjection.” 

But still there could not but be a certain anxiety felt 
by all at the situation, for it was known that the Sioux 
could put fifteen hundred warriors in the saddle, all 
mounted and armed, and yet keep a large reserve in their 
village, or to hang in the rear of an advance in large force 
under their chiefs. 

That the renegade queen meant to avenge her. hus- 
band’s death all felt sure, ahd a woman’s capacity for 
mischief ‘and deviltry when aroused to it, many were 
aware of, so a general feeling of disquiet rested upon 
those at. Fort Fairview from Colonel Cassidy. down to 
the smallest drummer-boy. 


- . Then, too, the colonel did not have as large a force as 


he could wish, for left in the fort there were not of all. 


arms over eight-hundred men. =: | 

Those who had marched. away, too, were “he flower of 
the troops, . and with such. officers as Captains Tabor, Ree 
and Ames, Surgeons Powell and Dillon, and Lieutenants 
Germaine, Bennett, and others in deally peril, not to 
speak of the men, the family circles at the fort, from 
highest to lowest could not but feel anxious. 

As for Captain Fred Forrester, those who longed to 
_ have no harm befall him could be easily numbered among 
the officers and their wivess <4" 
_ And yet he had a few friends, true as ete pine they 
_ hoped that he would return with honor, that would bring 
another blush of shame to the cheeks of his traducers. 
_ There was one whose heart was sorely troubled on his 
account, and that one was Kate Kennerley. 


\ 


*\ 


-smoothed her barbaric costume about her, 
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Their friendship had been a strange one indeed, for to 
her it had seemed more than friendship, and yet not a 
word of love had he ever uttered to her. 


Days passed away, and yet no report came from the 


fort. 
_ No courier arrived with news of a victory. 

No word came that Fred Forrester and his gallant band 
had been rescued and the Sioux beaten back to their 
mountain stronghold. o 

Captains Roe and Ames had orders to send a courier 
back on their arrival; but they had not done so. 

Had the whole command—Forrester and his mén and 


his relief, with Buffalo Bill’s braves 1 in buckskin—all been 


wiped out? » 

Could it be that five hundred gallant boys in blue had 
met with defeat, annihilation? © 

The question was unanswered, and so Colonel Cassidy 


called his officers together, and Major Denton asked to 


take the field with a flying force. 

His request. was granted, and, with two companies of 
cavalry, four of infantry mounted for the march, and two 
field guns, he set off to the aid of those who had gone be- 
fore, or to strike a bitter blow to avenge them, if, as 
many feared, a terrible fate had overwhelmed them. 

And upon Fort Fairview fell a gloom that those left 
behind could’ not shake off; and such is human nature, 
that many censured Fred Forrester for it all, as he had 
been the one to go upon a scout and bring the others into 
peril to. go to his relief, 


/ sages acteats 
CHAPTER XVI. 
| PUSHED TO. THE WALL. 

It looked sad indeed to Fred Forrester as he dashed 
up, with Surgeon Powell by his side—for in a fight the 
surgeon scout left his assistants to care for the wounded 
while he went to the front—to see the renegade queen ly- 
ing upon the ground dying. 

The scout had moyed her to.a mossy bank and 
while he had 


placed his blanket beneath her head. 


Her voice had grown huskier as she had talked to him, 
until at last it sunk to a whisper. 


But her eyes beckoned to him to bend down, and she © 


said.in a tone hardly audible: 
“Hold my hand, Cody.” 
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| He grasped the tiny hand in his and thus knelt by her 
| side when Fred Forrester dashed up. 
A look of pain flashed oyer the face of the officer, 
which changed to anger as he sternly said: 
“What man dared do this act? 
“Speak, Cody, for I shall have him shot for it.” 
_ Ere the scout could reply, to his surprise the eyes of 
the renegade queen opened, and with an effort came the 
answer in a firm voice: 
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“T took my own life, and it is better so—I deserve my 
fate.” 

The eyes closed again and with a little gasp her life 
ended. 

Calling to one of his men, Captain Forrester ordered him 
to guard the body, and sent after an ambulance in which 
to remove it to Eagle Canyon, when Buffalo Bill made 
known the woman’s dying request. 

“Yes, let her be buried there, as she wished, and she 
said truly that it was best that she died in the manner 
she did, for what could we have done with her? 

‘Did she say aught about herself, Cody ?” 

“Nothing more than that her love for her husband had 
made her what she was, and that her friends already be- 
lieved her dead. 

“May I ask for a small escort to go with one of my 
scouts to. Eagle Canyon with the body, and I will meet 
|} them there to-night, for 1 wish to press on with you 
now ?” | 

“You are wounded, Bill, and had better drop out of the 
pursuit.” 

“Oh no, for my arm is not very painful, and I wish to 
know if Texas Jack’s plan panned out as he hoped.” 

“Very well,” and Captain Forrester gave the order, and 
} they pushed on rapidly after the cavalry in pursuit of the 
‘Sioux. 

The retreat of the redskins had now become a chase, 
for with their queen missing, White Cloud dead or a pris- 


the Indians were straining every nerve to reach the force 
sent to join them, and which they hoped would check 
their foes and turn the tide in their favor, 

Gradually they became less scattered, and verging to- 
ward a given point were soon in column, flying column 
though it was. | ° 
Then they saw how they had suffered, and their faces 
darkened with hatred and fury. 


> 
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} oner, Panther Eye dead, and their forces cut up terribly, 
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Behind them came the cavalry, the rested horses of 
Fred Forrester and his men in advance, and behind his 
mounted relief force, with two pieces of artillery, which 
the Indians the more greatly feared. 

At any rise in the prairie suitable, the guns would be 
unlimbered, aimed and fired, and a shell would burst over 
the heads of the flying redskins, killing, wounding and 
spreading terror among them. 

So the chase: went on for several hours, and then a halt 
was called by Fred Forrester to rest his horses and let 
the stragglers come up. 

But the Indians pressed on, urging their aired ponies 


~ forward with quirt and spur. 


They had tried to bear away their woibited and dead, 
but this double weight on their ponies retarded them, and, 
as it was, some of the braves were dismounted and flying 
along by holding to the tails of their comrades’ ponies, 
with here and there one mounted up behind another. | 

Buffalo Bill had ridden to a ridge and was looking 
ahead with his glass to his eyes. | 

Suddenly he hailed Captain Forrester to come to him, 
and hardly had he done so when the deep boom of ar- 
tillery fell on their ears. 

One shot, then another, followed by the sharp, ringing 
sound of a bursting shell. 

“Bravo for Roe! he has headed them off!” cried Cody, © 
and the Indians five miles ahead were seen dashing back 
out of a canyon, and endeavoring to flank the lofty range 
of hills by swerving to the right. | 

“Yes, Roe has been lying in wait and has pounced upon 
them. . bye i sa 
_ “Poor wretches! they are between two fires now. 

“Sound boots and: saddles, bugler, for we must press 
on and teach them a lesson, bitter though it is, and cruel 
though it seems. 

“War is a terrible thing, Powell,’ and Captain For- 
rester seemed to shrink from the red punishment he was 
giving the Indians. 

“They must learn the bitter lesson, Fred, that savagery 
must yield to civilization, the weak to the “strong,” re- 
sponded Frank Powell, though he, too, reveled not in the 
carnage, 

“The fight is over now, so I'll ask to go to Eagle Can- 
yon, Captain Forrester, and join you back at Fort For- 
lorn, as the boys call it,” said Buffalo Bill, who cared not 4 


~ to fight a fallen foe longer, 
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“All right, Cody, and I only. wish I could accompany 
vou. ) 
“Mark the unfortunate woman’s grave in case some one 
may turn up who knows her, 


3) 


and the young captain 
pressed on to meet his victorious acme under Cap- 
tain Roe. — 

The Indians, Hecht to bay, had turned and fought 
like demons, and it was not until Captain Forrester led a 
charge in person directly into their retreat, that they left 


their ponies, clambered up the steep rocks and scattered 


through the hills, where horses could not follow them. 

“A grand victory, Captain Forrester, and may get you 
a majority,” said Captain Roe, warmly, as the fight ended. 

“Ah, Roe, it is yours, Ames’, Germaine’s and Bennett’s 
fight, for I owe my relief to you all, and but set the 
in motion by being caught in a trap. 

“But what about your plot to ambush this relief force?” 

“That was Texas Jack’s idea, ss ae walked into 
the trap like sheep. 

“We opened with artillery and carbines, then abeed! 
with revolvers and sabers, and I ee believe those Sioux 
ate running yet. 

“They lost heavily, and my loss was slight, and we cap 
tured a couple of hundred ponies. 

“Getting anxious about you, we left the ambush and 


~ came on, and then came upon your race, the redskin fugi- 


tives believing us to be their friends, I guess. 

| “They will remember this day for marty a L year, and 
keep up in their stronghold. 

“But, have you seen their queen ?” 

“She is dead, and by her own hand, when she saw the 
fight went against her. | 

. AN She told Cody when dying that she was beaten at all 
points, her relief was in full flight, and so, she died.” 
“But you will press on?” 


“Oh, yes; when Ames comes up with his infantry I 


will mount his men on the Indian ponies, for we have 
captured more than enough, and press on into the Indian 
country to intimidate them and show that we can punish 
them when they force us to do so.” | 
That night the infantry came up, and after a good rest 
the next morning Captain Forrester, mounting his foot 
soldiers, pressed on after the flying redskins; but he did 
not, as he had hoped, on account of his wounded arm, 
leave Cody behind, for that cunning scout seemed to sus- 
pect what the young captain wauld do, and, after burying 
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the renegade queen by the side of her husband in Eagle 


Canyon, came on after the troops, and was ready to act. 
as guide up into a land whigh, beyond Signal Mountain, 
none of the braves in buckskin had yet penetrated. 


As this march is a matter of border history, I need only 


_ say that Captain Forrester forced the Sioux to break up. 


their village and penetrate still farther fastnesses, where 
White Cloud became their leader, and was a cotiservative 


one toward the palefaces, for he had not forgotten. his 


love for the renegade queen nor his gratitude to Surgeon 
Powell, who gave him his life by setting him free. 

And back, toward Fort Fairview, with flying colors, 
marched the victorious boys in blue, to meet.at “Fort For- 
lorn”’ Major Denton and his gallant rescuers, who had 
solved the mystery of no courier arriving at the fort by 
finding the bodies of two of them slain and scalped by 
the trail, evidently ambushed = some small band of roy- 
ing Sioux, | 


: o "CHAPTER XVIL 
“FRED Fr ORRESTER’ S RESOLVE, 


Irom “Fort Forlorn” Colonel Cassidy heeclved by 
courier, from Major Denton, the first news that had come 
since the relief had departed to join Fred Forrester. — 

When the soldier courier was seen coming across tHe 
prairie, all was excitement in the fort, and palefaces: 
flushed with hope that he would bring good news. 

His horse had been hard-ridden, his own face showed 
fatigue, but he reported promptly to the commandant and* 
delivered his dispatches. 3 

All waited patiently the reading of those dispatches, 
and then came the order to call the troops together, and 
the adjutant read the major’s report aloud, amid cheers 
from the garrison. 

The major told of how he had found two dead couriers, 
and afterward learned that they had been sent, by Cap- 
tain Forrester, reporting his rescue, and again that the 
Sioux had been terribly cut up and were being pursued 
to their own country. 


The major also went on to say that he had found a 


_ garrison at “Fort Forlorn,’ and had heard the story of the 


gallant defense and rescue, and that he had sent a com- 


pany of cavalry and two companies of mounted infantry 


to foiiow Forrester’s trail and serve as a support to him 


in case of his being forced to retreat, while he, with the: 


they marched into the fort Captain Roe was seen to step 
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remainder of his force, would camp at “E ort F orlorn” asa 


reserve, in case he was needed. 


: 


_ Then followed a long list that brought sorrow to many 
a heart, of the dead and wounded soldiers and scouts. | 


A week after the arrival of this dispatch, a force came 


in sight, and it ftoved to be Major Denton returning with 
his men, for he had received a courier frem Captain 
Forrester telling him that he had broken up the Sioux 


| - ‘ 
villages and forced them to still farther retreat into the | 


mountains, so was now on his return march. 
. It also told of the death of the renegade queen. 


: j Sages 
- Another week went by and back to Fairview came 


the victorious boys in blue and braves in buckskin, and as 


forward and instantly called out: 


_\ “Officers and men! three cheers and a tiger for our 


gallant commander, Captain Fred Forrester, of the —th 


: vavalry | us 


The cheers were given with a will that made the win- 


‘lows of the houses in the fort rattle, and the tears came 


nto Kate Kennerley’s eyes as she beheld officers cheering 


- and waving who had been Fred Forrester’s bitterest foes. 


But they were tears of joy, for Mrs. Denton had whis- 
‘ae | 


“He has conquered at last, Kate, for now they are glad 
| do him honor.” 


1, “Yes, at last, and he deserves the victory he won over 


i Aimselt and his paleface foes, even more than he does 


. ~~ 
By : 


. his triumph over the redskins, 


: 


) 


responded Kate. 


And as she spoke Colonel Cassidy came forward with 


ae young commander, travel-stained, his uniform in tat- 
ers, his face haggard, but with eyes bright with the — 
. tought of his triumph. . 


| “Here is the cause of it all, Miss Kennerley—this man, 


body. for he went off and got lost and I had to look him ° 


p, and then Roe, Ames and the others made heroes of 
1ermnselves in rescuing me and my men, and so it is a case 
f mutual aid all around, with all our thanks due to the 
2al hero, Buffalo Bill, yes, and his braves in buckskin.” 
“Ever modest, Captain Forrester; but what will you 
© now that there are no more redskins to battle with ?” 


“Oh, the lion is only sleeping, Mrs. Denton, and will 


-yaken full” soon, I fear, for Indians are not readily put 


wn . 
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“But Cody has a plan on hand to take a run i tate the - 
‘mines, and I shall ask leave and accompany him, I think.” | 
Kate Kennerley sighed, for why was it that he seemed 
ever so anxious to be away from the fort, to avoid her, | 
and yet she felt that he was by no means indifferent to. 
her, | 
With this remark, and a promise to dine with the col- 
onel that eyening, Fred Forrester went to his quarters 
and in utter fatigue threw himself upon his bed. d 
For a long while he lay there, and yet he did not sleep. . 

A number came and saw him thus and crept away, 
fearful of disturbing him. | 

At last he arose and paced the floor, his face stern, his 
eyes flashing. 

“T have lived down these slurs, cruel accusations upon | 
me, I have made men feel that I was not to be crushed, 
and have brought those who wronged me bitterly to my | 
feet, as it were, for many are willing to play the sycophant 
now, when my star is in the ascendant. 

“A short while since, an outcast officer, all hated me, 
yet none snubbed me; oh, no, I did not ee, them to 
do that. | 

“The clouds lifted, and now my traducers reall be 
my friends.” 

Two days after, Buffalo Bill, whose arm had healed 
rode out of Fort Fairview and his companion was Fred | 
Forrester, | | | 


Their patton’ was Gold Pocket City. 


CHAPTER XVIII. 
FICKLE FORTUNE. 


tiibsa, Her short stay in Gold Pocket City, Bowie- 


Knife Bessie had managed to win so many games that 


she was laying up a snug little fortune for herself. 

The miners seemed to be willing to lose a few dollars” 
just to play with her, and now and then one would go in 
with the firm intention to break her bank. | 

Landlord Bony had tried that several times, and each. 
time with a result that dessened the amount of his cash | 


in hand. *: 


After her meeting with Devil Dick, the woman seemed 


to be fairly subdued for a night or two; but then her 


flow of spirits came back to her, and she was the same 
beautiful, fascinating creature as ever. ft 


\ 
\ 
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Sema a :ere was not a miner in Gold Pocket who had not 
tried his luck against the lady sport, with the net 
against him. 


_ So matters went on, until one night Jersey informed 
the lady sport that two strangers had arrived at the 
Roost. ; 

“Who are they?” she asked. 

“One is a daisy-looking fellow, who signed his name, 
as Roy Rockland, and the other is a Chinee bigger than 
any miner in the Pocket. | 


“The gent signs after his name: “A Sport’; so isn’t that 

funny, Miss Bessie? for you are a lady sport.” 
_. Bowie-knife Bessie did not ‘seem to see the fun in it 
that Jersey did, but she said she would soon be in her 
place at Poker Hall, and she supposed she would see the 
“sport” there. pA 

Rockland, who had done some scouting work for Buf- 
-falo Bill, had given it up after his ride to the fort, and 
had gone to Pocket City on a pleasure trip, with his 
Chinese companion. 

An hour after she entered her “den,” and there, not far 
from her, was seated a man of striking appearance, who, 
Jersey whispered, was Roy Rockland. 

He was dressed in a well-fitting suit of corduroy, the 
pants stuck in handsome topboots, and wore a white silk 
shirt with a black scarf under the broad collar. 

His face was an attractive one, and he loaked like a 
man to do and dare anything. | 

His Chinese servant was seated near him, idly gazing 
about him as though he held no interest in anything. 

The two seemed, however, to interest the miners, and 
many remarks were made regarding them, some loud 
- enough to be overheard. | 
\., The was seated at the table with Landlord 
Boniface, who was playing cards with his guest, and 
_ losing, ‘too, for the stranger held the best hands at every 
game. Bias ah 

“Ah, Mr. Rockland, there is our queen of fortune now, 
and if you can beat the lady sport, then you are indeed 
a champion card player. 

“Let me introduce you,” 


“sport” 


and Boniface Bill led the 
stranger up to Bowie-knife Bessie’ s table when their game 
was finished. 

The Chinee followed his master Sosy, and Boniface 
Bill said; 
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to enjoy a game. of cards.” 


“Miss Bessie, let me present to you a stranger in Gold 
Pocket, Mr. Rockland, who is a sport and would like to 
play a game or two with you.” 

“Certainly, and J am happy to meet Mr. Rockland,” 
and Bowie-Knife Bessie was so gracious she held out her 
hand to the stranger. & | 

He threwghimself gracefully into a chair, with some 
casual remark about his happiness in meeting the lady 
sport, when a miner stepped forward and asked gruffly: 

“Is that thar your Chinee nigger, Pard Dandy ?” 

“That is my Chinee friend, Sir Bluster,” 
reply. } | ’ 


was the cold 


“Waal, Chinese, niggers and Injuns hain’t allowed in 
perlite society in Gold Pocket, nohow.” 

“Tf you do not like the society of my friend, get out.” 

“Git out?’ \ 

“That is what I advised, and if you are wise, you'll take 
good advice.” 





“You git yerself!” and a revolver was leveled at Roy 
Rockland, but ere a word could be said the bully found 
the weapon wrenched from his grasp and he went flying 
heels over head over the crowd, by an exhibition of! 
strength that was remarkable. 

“Pitch him out of the door, Chinee,” said Rockland, 
cooly resuming his seat, and the order was obeyed to the I 
letter, for the Chinee raised the limp form and fired it out 


of the door. 


3? 






“He got allee wantee,” said Chinee with a grin as he 
resumed his seat, while Roy Rockland arose and, facing 
the crowd, asked: | 

“Are there others here who object to the presence of 
my Chinee com panion? 

“Tf so, let us settle the matter at once, for I am anxious 


A silence followed, and Boniface Bill said: 
“This is my ranch, Mr. Rockland, and when I raise no; 
objection I dare any one else to. 
“That brute got just what he deserved; but let me con- 
gratulate you upon your marvelous strength.” 
This settled it, and the stranger resumed his seat and 
began to play with the lady sport. 
“T hear that you have had phenomenal luck?’ he said,. 
with a smile. 
y “TI have, sir.” 
“T shall break it.” 
She started, but said: 


ees 
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“You are over-confident.” e thank you, Cody, for I was in an ugly scrape, which 
- “No, I know when I am in luck, and this is my lucky would havé causel Chinee and myself trouble to get out 
day, so if you do not wish to lose heavily make small of. 





bets.” “ “When did you arrive?” 

 “T am not to be bluffed, sir,” was the haughty reply. “Half an hour ago. I need aid here in some work on 
“Far be it from me to offer to do so. | hand, and I came to look up Roy Rockland,” 
“I merely advise you, as I advised that bully a while 

since.” | | 
“T too, decline to acept advice, so name your sum.” . CHAPTER XIX. 


é< ' : , ? 
I leave it to you. ROY ROCKLAND. 


“Then we will play for a thousand.” 
“So you want me, Cody?” asked. Roy Rockland, as he 


sat in his room with the scout, after the scene in Poker 
Hall. #4 
“T only know that I met Chief Cook, of the Rocky 


Mountain Detectives, as I told you, and hinted to him the 
reason of my coming to Gold Pocket City, and he told 


me that you had come on here the day before, and if I 


- “Rather high, but let it go,” and there was a silence 
‘between them, the lady sport, in spite of her smile, - 

showing that she did not like the man, in fact eee to 
‘dread him. 

Roy Rockland played with apparent recklessness; but 


.he won the game, yes, and the next, and the next, until 


> t I 
the lady sport had lost ten thousand do: ars, and with a needed aid to call on you, for you had authority to act.” 


smile that was positively wick ed, arose from er table ie ; | : | 
. - ; hi ‘Let me explain, then, for I owe it to you now to do 





y jand said.: so. 
1 “Another time, Mr. Rockland, we will try our luck one “T told you when we met on the plains 2 
5 against the other.” “When you saved our lives, you mean.” 
f{ “] am always at your service,” was the polite response, “Let that pass, pray, and listen to me. 

sand the sport was turning away when the miners, who “T told you and Captain Forrester ifak T was 2a gam 
I nad been worked into.a rage at his success against the— pjer, and so I am. 
“dady sport, crowded about him, one remarking: ~ *T took to gambling naturally, and was phenomenally 
it “No, yer don’t go, pard, for yer.is a sharp, and every lucky. 

dollar o’ that money yer gives back ter Bowie Bessie!” “T invested my winnings in a mine, and was robbed of 


1¢° “Hold! Back, all of you, for this man is no card it, driven from it, and nearly killed. 
1S sharp, for I vouch for him!’ “I swore revenge, and took the best means to get it, 
The words rang out through Poker - Fall, and the and those who wronged me are now either dead or in 


of speaker stuiddeniy conjronted the angry crowd, while in prisor:. 


-horus they uttered his name: “This tracking of those men down gave me a liking for 
us “Buffalo Bill!” secret service work, and I joined Cook and became valua- 
A startled cry broke from the woman’s lips at the ut- “able to him. earth A 
erance of the name, and with a bound she passed through “To capture the gold grabbers I became one of their 
NO he window and disappeared. band, and one by one gave them up to justice. When I 
“Do you hear, I vouch for this gentleman, pards! | was Ky scouting for you I was still on secret service 
on- “Ts it enough >” fs work. | figs 
“Tt ate.” | | | PL ae aS same time was on the track, of a youth who 
and « Ay] right, Bill.” | had been stolen from his parents, who were vastly rich, 
“Your word goes, Bill.” | 3 and never returned to them in spite of rewards offered. 
aid, “Tyery time.” | a ~“T also had orders to look after a woman who was a 
“You bet!” | ' murderess, and her photograph was sent to ES cae | 
And many other like expressions showed that the fa- “A short while ago I met two men whom I believed to 
a scout was not unknown in Gold Pocket City. have once belonged to the band of gold grabbers ; so I 
; ; . 
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proposed to them to per up a coach on the Overland and 


they agreed. 

“I knew that by a certain coach a man would be a pas- 
senger vehe was a defaulter for a large sum, and I wished 
‘to capture him. 

*T ‘halted the coach, and.a woman frustrated my plan, 
which was to capture the defaulter and then run him in 
with my two worthies, who had proven themselves the 
road thieves I believed them. 

“This woman got the drop on me, made me a prisoner, 
and Rainbow Rob shot one of my men and drove over the 


other two. 


“Fortunately I was not Botte: so made my escape and 
returned to my camp, where I had left my Chinee servant, 
while the coach went on with the defaulter and my man 
Carlos, badly hurt. 

“Upon my way to the camp I crossed the trail at a 
point I had halted the coach, and there found a leather 
wallet. | 
‘Tt was ihe one belonging to the defautlter, and had the 
stolen thousands in ‘it in large bills. 

“He lost it, was penniless, so went to work in the mines, 
and my man Carlos was hanged by the miners as soon 
as he had recovered from his injuries. | 

“But the woman’s face haunted me, and I went to the 
Overland and wrote East for full particulars and another 
| photograph, and also expressed the wallet to the bank, 
~ stating I would catch my man also, for there is a reward 
of ten thousand dollars offered for him. . 
“Aiter leaving Fort Fairview I started ae but. went 
- up to see Chief Cook, so only arrived to-day; but I come 
fully prepared for emergencies. 

_ “To-night I played with the ey sport, and ae is my 
.. game, | 

| “She was a Miss Ruby Roberts, wie Fred Forrester 
when a cadet at West Point, poisoned his uncle to get his 
money, then intending to get rid of him and marry an old 
. lover of her childhood. 


“His uncle, angry at his secret marriage, made a will, 
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and means to bring charges against her as a murderess. 


) 
cutting him off; but when dying, it seems, made a last 
will, intrusting it to a bosom friend, who, with the wit- 
ness to it, met with a railroad accident and it was lost. 

“So they said nothing about the late will, and the prop- 
erty was to go to charity if not claimed by a long, un- 
heard-of brother after a certain number of years. 

“That time is up within ten days, and if not claimed 
Captain Forrester gets his inheritance, for the last will 
was found and proven genuine.” 
said Buffalo Bill. — 

“So am I, for the noble fellow deserves it. 
“But to this wife. 


“T am glad of this,” 


“She is a murderess, and more, I have all the proofs 
and she is as wicked as sin herself. 


. “Now, Cody, you know who I am and let me say tha 


I am here to arrest the defaulter, and the Lady Sport, 


while, in a boy here they call Jersey, I have found th 
young fellow stolen some years ago when but ten year 
of age.” 


“TI congratulate you indeed, and let me tell you that in , 
cabin on the mountains, Captain Forrester is waiting m 


coming here to see if the lady sport is really his wife, a 
I took an idea that she was. 
“Ir so, he knows that she returned West for mischief ; 
“I can save him that unpleasant duty at least. 
“But I am glad to know he is near, and delighted t 
find you here. 

“Now go with me while I rope in my game, beginning 
first with Jersey, the boy, then the defaulter, and last, bu 
not least, the lady sport. 

“You will help me?” 
“Gladly,” and the two men left the room together. | 


An hour after six persons rode out of Gold Pock 


. City. 


They were a Chinee and a man in irons—the aaa ; 
Roy Rockland and the lady sport, the latter with J 
hands bound securely. I 
Then came Buffalo Bill in the lead, with the boy 7 

} 


sey riding by his side. , 


' 
They were on their way up to a cabin on the mountain 


_where Buffalo Bill had left Captain Fred Forrester, 


—_ —_—— 


CHAPTER XX: 
UNLOOKED-FOR RETRIBUTION. 


Upon a point, or lofty spur, uf a mountain, overhang- 


‘ing a valley through which dashed a swiftly-flowing river, 


stood a humble cabin which had long been without an oc- 
cupant. 


Its builder and owner had been murdered there, and 
so the miners called it the haunted cabin. 

Here it was that Buffalo Bill, to whom the spot was 
known, had taken Fred Forrester to stay, while he went 


alone to Gold Pocket, several miles away. 


With a fire on the hearth, and his blankets, the young . 


officer made himself quite comfortable, for he was amply 


supplied with edibles. 


But he could not sleep, and springing to his feet, be- 


gan to pace the floor. 


He did not see the face of a man peering in upon him, 


, nor did he know that he had been tracked for days. 


“« i a 


The fire burned brightly and revealed the officer’s face 


distinctly, and then the man lowcred:a revolver and said 


_hoarsely: 


: 
; 


C 


t 
' 


“Great God! what would 1 have done?” 


After a moment he knocked at the door, 

Fred Forrester threw it open, but beheld not the scout, 
but a most remarkable-looking personage there. 

“Are vou Lieutenant Forrester ?”’ 

arn. 


“Did you ever see me before?” 


€ “Well, yes, I'think’I have.” © | 
|. “Yes, I am not one to easily forget; but where did we 
! meet ?” | | , 


es: 


. 
| 


ay 


| 


“Some men had you, accusing you of murder, and were 
about to hang you as I came along, if you are that man.” 
“T am, and you made them surrender me to you, aes 


Fesved my life.’”” 
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oq 
ee though I bald atheiped you euilty ; but they had 


no right to hang you on suspicion.” 
—*“T am the man, and I have never forgotten you. 


“IT did not even know your name; but I remembered 


your face and form, for neither is easily forgotten. 


“Well, sir, I airs knocked about, and been knocked 
about, until men call me Devil Dick, though I guess I 
deserve the name. | 

“Once I was known by the name of Oscar Ralston, and 


I loved a pretty girl away back in New York State. 


“T went wrong and came West, and I met her some 
weeks ago, and she told me how her life had heen ruined, 


and by’ you.” 


“Great God! By me! Man, you lie!” 


“TI do not; but now I see you, and know what you did 


for me, I believe that she does. 


“She told me she would marry me if you were out of 


the way, and I vowed to kill you and make her a widow. 


“I went to Fort Fairview and found you had come here, 
so tracked you, and to-night saw you come to this cabin 
with Buffalo Bill. } 


“When he left I determined to kill you, and when I 
saw you I recognized the man who had rescued me from 
death. | | 


\ 
“Now, Captain Forrester, upon your honor as an officer 


and a man, tell me all about Ruby Roberts and yourself.’ 


“Gladly will I tell you the whole truth; and more, I 
will say that I came to Gold Pocket to see if thy‘ woman 
Syeda herself a“ lady sport is my wife, for hy wife 
she i ie 

Then he told thie’ whole story of the, woma Sing to 
gain gold, her perfidy, and the strange event ul | i she 


hadi ted tar 
' “Captain Forrester, I loved that woman jeith al my 
soul.’ (3 : 


“She is as vile as I am, and now 'T hate her, for I 


helieve every word you have uttered—Ha vy 


| 


} 
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And the man sprang behind the door as Buffalo Bill 
and those with him entered. 


\ 


“Ah! this is your work, Fred Forrester,” hissed the 
woman, as her eyes fell upon him, | 
“Yes, Ruby, you must no longer. be allowed to kill, 
curse and wither all you come in contact with, 
| “You have brought Ueteecld to : fearful fate,’ was the 


low, but stern utterance of the officer, 


“Ruby, you lied to me, and as life no longer holds.a 


charm for me, you go with me to death!” 


The deep-toned voice startled all, and before.a hand 
could be raised Devil Dick sprang toward the woman, 
grasped her in his arms, and, with a bound, had cleared 


the cliff a few feet from the cabin door. 


A wild shriek rung out from the woman’s lips, a burst 
of mocking laughter from the man’s, and they went down, 
dowel three hundred feet, and plunged into the foaming 
torrent, which swept them away beyond the power of 


man to find. 


CHAPTER XXI. 


CONCLUSION. 


Back to his parents went Jersey, the kid, to find a loving 
euceuns and to Reacetik a gentleman in the end, worthy 
his name and riches, while, so in lowevhad ‘be become with 
the arr, that he got a cadetship at West Point and is 
now ar} honored officer commanding an outpost upon 
the frontit,, about which he seems to have a vast deal of 
information. 2 

Tenderfoot Tom kept his pledge to Buffalo Bill, so that 
the scout kept the secret faithfully of how he had once 
gone wrong. 

Poor, iyaie Texas Jack lies buried up at Leadville, 


§ 
{ 


ah 
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where he died some years ago, but his memory is still 


green in the hearts of his comrades. 
Roy Rockland continued in his border detective work, 
with Chinee as an ally, and won fame and fortune, and 


to this day he and Buffalo Bill are “pards unto death.” : 


_ As for our army friends, Colonel Cassidy was retired 


being promoted to a colonelcy, resigned and settled down 
in an elegant home on the Hudson, where his ‘wife is 


known as the most charming of hostesses. 


And Fred Forrester, the one time outcast officer ? 


After the fearful death of his wife, so beautiful yet so 


wicked, he obtained a leave of several months and went 


East, where he came in possession of the fortune left by 
his uncle. 


Then he returned to Fort Fairview, sought Kate Ken- 


nerley and told her the whole strange, sad story of his 


life, and that his lips were no longer sealed, and begged 
her to become his bride. 

He was her beau ideal’ among men, the only one she 
had ever loved, and with a heart full of joy she con- 
sented, and they were married at Fort Fairview, Major 
Denton giving the bride away. 

At the request of his lovely wife, Fred Forrester gave 
up the army and is now an honored citizen of the metrop- 
olis, where few of their friends suspect the romance that 
their two lives have known. 


THE END, 


Next week’s issue (No. 79) will contain “Burfalo Bill’s 
Decoy Boys; or, The Death Robbers of the Big Horn.” 


The scout’s work at Fort Fairview was over when he had 


defeated the redskins under the renegade queen, but there 


were new and even more exciting adventures awaiting 
him in a new country. 


Look out for the story next week. It’s a corker, 


with a brigadier-general’s rank, and Major Denton, after 


| 





Hustle along, toys. 
We are rapidly nearing the turning point into the last lap of this contest. 
On page 31 you'll find full particulars about it. 


A Wild Chase. . 


One lonely night, about the first of January, 1900, as I 
was lying in my bed, I heard a cry and went to the win- 
dow and looked out, and to my surprise I saw a lady with 
a black veil over her face. She was carrying some kind 
of a big bundle, and she seemed to be somewhat fright- 
ened. I went downstairs and followed her. We had not 


gone very far when heard a -splashing sound in the 


water, and I hurried there as soon as possible, and to my 
surprise she had thrown the bundle in the water. I made 
no hesitation, but-dashed into the water to secure the 


bundle, to see what was in it, and when I opened it 1 
found that it was a baby, and when.I looked for the 


-woman she was nowhere to be found. I found ‘one of 
her tracks in the snow and followed them. 


; 
‘ 


~The baby was dead; however,’and I laid it down under 
a tree and started on after the footprints. I followed 
them for about an hour, when I came ‘to a station, and, as 


it happened, there was a train just pulling out from the 


got hold of the rear cars. 
for about a hundred feet, when I managed to get on. I 


I made all haste I could and followed the train on 
It had not got under headway, and I reached and 
I held fast and it dragged me 


depot. 
a run. 


went into the car and to my surprise found that it was a 
baggage car. fe 
The baggage-master covered me immediately with his 
pistol and ordered me to hold up my hands. I obeyed 
and then he inquired my business there. I soon explained 
and he let me off, saying that if the woman came around 
that way he would hold her tilt IT came. I went on 
through the cars looking for her. I inquired of a man in 


‘the foremost car and he said that there was a lady of her 


engine. 


appearance just went out on the platform next to the 
I immediately went there and she was not there. 
I feared that. she had jumped off. She seemed to be aware 


‘that I was in pursuit of her, and J was crawling on the 
rear of the tender, and, as I happetied to’ look up, to my 


he 
. 


came rushing out of the cab and grabbed me. 


surprise I saw her on top of the car. She was lying down 
looking straight at me. Just as I saw her she drew a 
pistol and fired it at me. I saw what»she was doing, and 
dropping down I just escaped the bullet. The fireman 
! He wanted 
to know what all the noise was about, and when I ex- 
plained to him and showed her to him he said that it was 
not much wonder that I was making a noise, and she 
started to run across to the other end of the car. I 
jumped upon the car and followed her. She turned and 
was going to shoot again, and I tried to knock up her 
hand and lost my balance. I fell from the car and, in fall- 
ing, I awoke and found that it was only a dream. 


A Strange Dream. 

(By Earl R. Foley, Ill.) 

We had been playing Indian at school on Wednesday, 
September 24, 1902, ‘and had large toy pistojs\ for re-. 


i 


-volvers. There were fourteen Indians and five) scouts, 


four friends and myself. | tioe Fg) NOR 
We played all day, and that night when I went home I 
was tired and went to bed soon. bare 
I fell asleep soon and commenced dreaming. J dreamed 


that we were in a large, thick forest, fightityg Indians. 
There were five white men and we fought them fill our 
“ammunition ran out, and then we clubbe , 





through with the butts of our pistols. . 
Three were killed, and my friend and I wete captured. 


The Indians were going to burn us at the stake, and 
while they were eating we loosened the tron s that 
bound our wrists and made our escape. 


_ But we were discovered before we were | 
Then the Indians pursued us about three 
thick forests, but we could not outwit the 
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in on us. We knew the horrible death we would ‘dicet iif 


captured, so we decided to jump. We waited till the 


Indians were nearly up to us, then gave a leap. The In- 
dians gave cries of surprise when we leaped. 

This is all I can remember of my dream, for I was 
awakened by falling out of bed. — 

I sat upon the floor gripping the handles of my two pis- 
tols, and trembling with fear. It was about seven o'clock 
in the morning, and the sun’s rays were streaming through 
my window. . 

I have not played Indian. with boys since, for I do not 
want to have another dream like this one. 7 





Looking for Gold. 
(By Geo. Guider, la.) | 

I always had an idea in my head that some day I 
would go hunting fer gold, and it worked upon my mind 
so much that lately I dreamed about it. The other night 


I had a curious dream. - 1 thought I was gold hunting in 
the West, and after leaving a little town of which I do not 
now recall the name, I started through a big woods close 
by the town. 

_ I was riding a good horse, and had plenty of provisions 
inany knapsack, and was well armed. 

I rode on until evening, only to eat a little at noon. 

I stopped about seven o'clock in the evening to camp 
over night. I found a nice opening in the woods, 
with plenty of grass and a spring nearby. I started to 
build a fire, and being attracted by a noise, looked around 
just in time to see an antelope dart away. 

I leveled my rifle and fired, bringing him down, just 
as he was going in the thick woods. Taking a few slices 
off him for supper, I salted the rest and put it in my knap- 
sack for further use. After I had eaten supper I staked 
my horse and then turned in for the night, sleeping 
soundly until morning, when I was awakened suddenly 
by a noise that sounded like thunder. ) 

Jumping up I looked ali around me, but could see noth- 
ing but my horse, who also seemed scared. My first 
thought was that a storm was approaching, but. the sky 
‘was clear atad showed no sign of a storm. 

I tried to. dispose of it from my mind while I watered 
my hors: atad tooked breakfast, but I could not. I found 
myself constantly trying to solve the problem—what a 
sudden shot: like that meant out in the wilderness. 

After breakfast I packed the things together and, get- 
ting on my, horse I made up my mind I would discover 
what if all’ meant. 
could for about ten miles I came upon a cabin. Getting 
off my horse I tied him to a tree, and looking at my re- 
volvers I approached the cabin. | 

I knocked several times, but no answer came; then I 
tried the door, but found it locked. Taking an ax that lay 
nearby I smashed the door down and entered. The first 
thing that met my gaze was a big picture of my mother, 
hung upon the wall. Filled with curiosity to know how 
my mother’s) picture got out in that country I began a 
search of the: cabin, finding several bags of gold. Seeing 
a piece of paper upon a table I picked it up and read it. 
That explained it all. I was in my own brother's shanty. 
he had left home ten years ago to go gold hunting, and 
we had never heard from him since. | 


+ 


over night where I had camped before. 


Following the sound as close as I. 


sat there shivering until dawn broke. 
_ dream another dream like that again. I got up.and went 
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. Going outside to investigate I found my brother, and 
also discovered the cause of the noise I heard. There 
lay my brother near my feet, with his head crushed in. 


* He hdd been blasting out rock, trying to find some more 


gold, but had met his death. 

Going back to the shanty, which was now mine, I pre- 
pared for the night, which was not far off. Waking up 
in the morning I made up my mind to return home and 
report the news of my poor brother, and as. I had found 
what I was looking for there was no need of staying any 
longer. So getting on my horse I4fo0k what gold I could 
and started for the village, camping in the same place 
I reached the 
village just in time to catch the train for home, and after 
selling my horse that served me so well I returned home 
in safety. This ends my story. 





A Terrible Nizht. 
(By G. M. Flint, New Mexico.) 

Here is a dream I had just three nights ago. 
terrible. I hope I will never have it again. 

After putting out my light I fell asleep, and suddenly 
I seemed to be awake. | 7 

The moon was shining brightly and before me was a 
vast expanse of sand. 

I had my brother with me—he has only one leg. Be- 
hind us came about four or five howling savages—coming, 


It was 


‘it seemed to me; at twice the speed that my brother and I 


were going. 3 
At cvery step our feet would sink up to the knees in 


sand. Slowly but surely they. ew nearer. My poor 
brother fell behind; having only one leg, he could not 
go as fast as I could. , 

I could not bear to leave him, so I had to slow up. 
Nearer and nearer they came. It was a dreadful feeling 
not to have the strength to go faster, and to have my 
brother.calling pitifully for me not to leave him. | 

Nearer, yet nearer they crept. Slower weat my brother, 
his pale face staring in front of him. 

Already the Indians were within a few yards of him. I. 
wanted to shout, but could not utter a sound. | 
~ Slowly they gained. I started to go ahead. What. 
was my horror on turning around to see that iny brother, 
had stopped short and fallen on his knees with his crutch. 
beside him and his hands extended imploringly to me. 

My heart was ready to burst; his pale face was showing 
out vividly in the moonlight; his eyes sought me, but 
could not see where I was, although I was only a few feet 
away. I started to go back to him when suddenly the 
Indians, whom I had not noticed, being intent on watch- 
ing my brother, gave a sudden leap and in a moment I, 
lost sight of him. 
_ With a cry and a start I awoke. The moon was shin- 
ing brightly through the window directly on my face, and. 
the perspiration was running down my body in drops. I, 
sat up in bed afraid to move or lie down again and go to 
sleep. It lacked about two hours of morning, and so | 
I never want to 


into my brother’s room, but he was still sleeping. 
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RES N NEW CONTEST! > A CORKER! 








The Contest just starting is going to be the greatest we ever ran. 
Prizes are new and the finest we ever offered. The other contests held in the BurFALO BILL WEEKLY have 
all made splendid success, but this one is sure to break all records. 
a contest every boy in America has an equal chance in, and because the prizes beat anything ever offered 
All you have to do is to write out an account of any of your 


before. 


Curious 


Everybody has had remarkable dreams, and anybody who sends in an account of one has a chance of 


winning one of the prizes. They consist of 


THREE FIRST-CLASS PHOTOGRAPHIC OUTFITS, 


Including Camera and all Appliances for Taking and Developing Photographs. | 
Five Hunting Axes and Five Hunting Knives. 


Think of the fun you can have this winter with one of those cameras. You can take and develop 
Full directions go with each camera. 
rate hunting knife or ax will be when you go hunting or trapping in the woods this winter. 

To Win a Prize.—wWrite an account of any curious or remarkable dream you have hat i—no 
Tell it in five hundred words, and send it with the coupon you will find o 
page, properly filled out, tothe BurFALo BILL WEEKLY, care of Street & Smith, 238 William St, New Yor 


photographs of all your friends. 


matter what it was about. 


HERE IS A LIST 


The three boys who send in the three most interesting accounts will 
each recéivean Rastman PocKet HodaKk, with complete 
outfit, The camera takes picture 14x2 inches; uses film, and has 
capacity for twelve pictures without reloading; weight six ounces. This 
wonderful little eamera takes pictures equal to the most expensive. It 


makes negatives of such sharpness and definition that beautiful en- 
-largements of any size can be made from them. Has perfect Achro- 


matic Lens of fixed focus, Rotary Shutter, with sets of three stops, 
square View Finder, and covered with fine Seal Grain Leather. Takes 
snap shots or time exposures. LHasily carried in pocket or on bicycle. 
Complete with roll of film for twélve exposures and Leather Carrying 
Case; with room for three extra film cartridges. | 


The five boys who send in-the five next best accounts will each t rée- 
ceive a Safety Hunting Ax. Dimensions over all 11x4 
inches: weight 18 ounces. The blade is made of solid tool steel, finely 
tempered and highly polished. The handle is made of mild steel, ‘nickle 
-plated on copper, with handle plates of engraved hard rubber. - 
guard is of sheet steel, hinged on a spring in such a manner that either 
‘open or closed it is firmly held i in position. The éonstruction is unique 


Now, Boys, You See Your Chance! — 


. COUPON. | 
BUFFALO BILL DREAM CONTEST. 


NONE 2 oasis olin Raw * eens ipiewes 6 cee se eipeen hea semanas 
Street and No 

City or Tow...» ess. gol eg C8 Oe. ce eabo ue Vbees le deuleeseey” 
State: i... 0s A..b ale Cede Peeves Stes sweesle Seed dwaweee 
Title of Story.....++. Se. MO we och CHee ee bea ES veeaee 
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The: 


weekly descriptive of Indian warfare ever published. 


| chance of being published, and will be read through- 























It’s an entirely new idea. The 


Why? Becauseit isa brand-new idea— § 


‘9 


Dreams. : * 7 


Think how useful and handy a/ first- 


this 
ity. 
OF THE PRIZES: | 


‘and of such a nature as to make it almost iwneaaiits for oneY cart % . 
become detached from another. The head has an oblong semicizcular 
recess milled in either side to receive the slotted end of hand] 2s which. . 
is accurately milled to a close fit and firmly held by a 4-in‘ch steel @ 
screw. This method of hands. fastening prevents any liability of the 
blade working loose on the handle. The up ee part of the handle is 
slotted on the under side to receive the folded sheet steel mene which 
is = arranged as to be sige held w a flat steel uae when open or 
clos : 


The five boys who send in the five next best accounts will ee ré- 
ceive 2 Sportsman’s Ideal Hunting Knife. 
There is about as much difference in point @f utility and beauty: between 
one of our “Ideal” hunting ie and any other knife on the market 
as there is. between a. bear and 4 porcupine. They, are hand 
forged, hand tempered, hand etal by the rigidest possiblé test and. 
finished in a manner-that makes them the handsomest knives-in the 
market. The ‘‘Ideal”, knives are made with 5-inch blades,-leather | 
handle, brass and fibre trimmings, with polished stag-horn tip. A hand~ | 
some black or russet ease with each knife. 


It’s Up to You to Win a Prizel) 


- This Contest closes December ist. 
 efitries must be in by that date. . 


Remember, the “BUFFALO. BILL 
WEEKLY” has the greatest circulation lof any 


Your story, whether it wins a prize or not, has a 
out the length and breadth of the Continent. 
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| BUFF 


| 48—Buffalo Bill’s Secret; or, The Trail of a Traitor. 


56—Buffalo Bill’s Mascot; or The Mystery of Death Valley. 


2 will sg them to you, by mail, postpaid. 


STREET & SMITH, Publishers . 








ALO BILL STORIES 


(LARGE SIZE.) 








Containing the Only Stories Authorized by Hon, WILLIAM F. CODY (“Buffalo Bill’). 


49—Buffalo Bill’s Phantom Hunt; or, The Gold Guide of Colorado Canyon, 
50—Buffalo Bill’s Brother in Buckskin; or, The Redskin Lariat Rangers. 
51—Buffalo Bill’s Trail of the Man Tigers; or, The Doom of the Branded Hand. 
52—Buffalo Bull’s Boy Pard; or, Training the buckskin Boy. 
53—Buifalo Bill’s Vow of Vengeance; or, The Scvuut’s Boy Ally, 


| 54-—Buffalo Bill and the Mad Hermit; or, Finding.a Lost Trail. 


55—Buffalo Bill’s Bonanza; or, The Clan of the Silver Circle. 


57--Bufia'o Bill and the Surgeon Scout; or, The Brave Dumb Messenger. ie 
58—Buffalo Bill's Mysterious Trail; or, Tracking a Hidden Foe. 


§ £9—Buffalo Bill-and the Masked Hussar; or, Fighting the Pi airie Pirates, er a 
| 60--Buffalo Bill’s Blind; or, Running the Death Gauntlet. ‘ 


6i-\Buifalo Bill and the Masked Driver: or. The Fatal Run Through Death . 
Canyon. 
62—Buffalo Bill’s Still Hunt; or, Fighting the Robter of the Ranges. 


64—Buffalo Bill’s Dead-Shot Pard; or, The Will-o’-the-Wisp of the Traiis, 
65—uffalo Bill’s Run-Down; or, The Red-Hand Renegade’s Death. 


i 66—Buffalo Bill's Red Trail; or, A Race for Ranson. 


67—Buffalo Bill’s Best Bower; or, Calling the Turn on Death Notch Dick. 


68—Buffaio Bill and the Gold Ghouls; or, Defying Death at Elephant Rock. 
| 69—Buffalo Bill's Spy Shadower; or, The Hermit of G and Canyon. 


70—Buffalo Bif’s Secret Camp; or, Trailing the Cloven Hoofs. 
71—Buffalo Bill's Sweepstake; or, Hunting the Paradise Gold Mine. 





72 Buffalo Bill and the Black Heart Desperado; or, The veer at Last: ; 


Chance. 
73—Buffalo Bill's Death Charms; or, The Lady in Velvet. 
7A—Esuffalo Bill’s Desperate Strategy; or, The Mystery of the Cliff. 
75—Buffalo Bill and the Black Mask; or, The Raf.le of Death. 
76—Buf.alo Bill’s Road Agent Round-Up; or, Panther Pete’s Revenge. — 


Back numbers always on hand. If you cannot get them from your newsdealer, five cents a copy at a 


BSS ee tad hea See NEW WORK Criry. 
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| 63—Buffalo Bill and the Red Riders; or, The Mad Driver of the Overlands, | 


